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PREFACE. 



In bringing out this second volume of Poems, 
so much longer a time has elapsed than was 
anticipated by the Authoress, when first making 
it public that it was in course of preparation, 
that she feels some apology is due to those of 
the subscribers who favoured her with their 
names at an early date. fP^-'^l^^se she would 
say, that prolonged family affliction, with its 
consequent anxieties and trials, have been the 
visible hindrances to its earlier completion. But, 
as from its commencement^.-me ..Vt!>rk has been 
dedicated to Him from whom the gift of song 
proceeds, may it not therefore prove, that He, 
the "First Great Cause," has been using these 
painful second causes to retard the work, in order 
to school the writer's mind; and by these trials 
to fit her better for the ofiice of a sympathiser 
and consoler? To some extent she believes this 
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to be so; and should those of her poems which 
are specially intended for the tried or afflicted, 
bring a solace or a joy to them in *'the dark 
and cloady day," she will indeed have cause to 
rejoice that the trials of the present have been 
developed as blessings even in time, and there- 
fore their final results in eternity may be looked 
forward to with "joyful hope." 

The Authoress tenders her grateful acknowledg- 
ments to all the subscribers who have thus aided 
her by their countenance and support. 

Special thanks are due to those who, having 
subscribed to her first volume, have so readily 
come foi*ward a second time. 

To the friends who have shewn such a warm 
interest in the progress of the work, and who 
have exerted their successful influence to obtain 
their firiends as subscribers, a more than double 
meed of thanks belongs. 

A word as to the title of the volume. 

The idea was, as stated in the leading poem, 
literally obtained in "a dream of the night." 
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Only a few of the minor poems were then written, 
and the major one was not thought of. As the 
greater part of the pieces have been composed 
during a time of sorrow, they have been as 
gleams of sunshine to the writer; and though 
many of them may appear sombre to some readers, 
still it is hoped the most sombre will shew 
forth some ray of this brightness. She therefore 
trusts the title of " Sunlight in the Shade " may 
not be deemed inappropriate to the poems as a 
whole. 

Stafford^ June, 1858. 
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Page 17, line 16, for blind read break. 
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SUNLIGHT IN THE SHADE. 



Methought I walked within the gloomj shade 
Of mighty forest trees, whose branching arms 
Were spread above mj head, and interlaced 
So closely, that they formed a massive roof — 
Thro' which conld not be seen the floating clouds, 
Or brilliant azure of the far-off sky. 
I looked around me, and soon, joyful saw 
Bright rays of sunlight streaming thro' the trees, 
And quickly chasing the deep gloom away. 
My heart leaped with them, as they seemed to dance 
Among the shadowy leaves, upon the 
Pictured floor — " Sunshine in the shade ! " I cried, 
Yes, sunshine in the shade ! " 

Then a rich mine 
Of happy thoughts sprang up within my mind, 
Revealing hidden stores of lessons good. 
To be well conned, improved, and brought to light 
In what was then the dim and shadowy 
Futarey but now no longer unexplored — 
It has become to me, the present time. 

B 
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Who is there can look back upon the past 
And say they neyer knew a shade of care 
To cross their path, or cloud obscure their sky ? 
No mortal may say this, and speak the truth. 
But many a child of Adam, can recall 
Days of dark sorrow, heartfelt misery, 
When all the beautiful seemed clad in gloom, 
And sunlight a remembrance of the past — 
Not to be hoped for then. How could it pierce 
Thro' clouds so dark, and mists so dense and chill ? 
How could it gild the frowning mountain top, 
And, by a smile chase the grim shadows from 
Its rocky sides ; bring light from darkness, and 
Display beauty and loveliness where gloom 
But reigned, and dark forebodings hovered ? Ah ! 
How could such transformation be ? And yet. 
No transform, but reality seen thro' 
Light's medium, not thro' vapoury mbts 
Which hide hope's precious gems, and magnify 
The ills of human life. 

Now, for a while 
Look back thro' memory's vista, reader mine. 
And, if sure recollection's finger point 
Thee to a time, when this dark picture thine 
Experience was — say, did not precious 
Light at length arise as conqueror ? 
Putting thy doubts of his ability 
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To speedy flight, illnmining dark shades, 
And lighting np in them the sparkling lamps. 
Which needed but a raj from the great scource 
To set their beauties forth, entrance thy sight, 
And shew thee treasures darkness had concealed. 
Was it not so ? Did not such brightness beam, 
Light in thy darkness, sunlight in the shade ? 

BereavM parents ? In dark shades yeVe been, 
Yea, known the darkness which 'tis said is felt ; 
Have sickened at the sound of childhood's mirth ; 
And felt your hearts pierced by an infant's smile. 
Heavily hung the folds of sorrow's pall 
Above your bow^d heads, while yearningly 
You spread your loving arms to clasp your 
Darling treasure ; — but alas I the bud of hope 
Had faded, and your parental welcome 
Was unheeded by that dear silent one. 

Yet, 'mid the throbbings of your agony, 

And the thick darkness which obscured your sight, 

Did not a sunbeam from th' Eternal Light 

Fulfil its mission for the God of Love — 

Wending its way thro' clouds, and mists, and gloom, 

Then with an Angel's touch raise the closed lids 

Of your grief-swollen eyes ; while with a smile 

Of confidential hope and joy, it met 

Your mournful gaze, reflecting there— even 
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Thro' blinding tears — ^its own calm, trustful 
light? 

Ah yes ! that sunnj ray brought wonders. Its 

Holy radiance warmed into new life the 

Fading embers of your love for treasures 

Left. It roused your prostrate energies ; and 

Pointed you by faith's assuring beacon 

To the Abiding City, where your own 

Loved jewel — ^which earth's breath had dimmed — 

shone with 
Transcendent lustre ; adorning there the 
Diadem of Him who ransomed it, and 
Thus, so early, took His dear purchase home, 
To dwell in safety with its compeers there. 
Faith realized the certainty of this ; 
And from that heavenly flight your thoughts 

returned. 

Tinged with a brightness which was not of earth ; 
A chastened radiance seen among the shades 
Which still o'ershadowed you, tho' now no more 
Hid from your view the rays of sunny light 
That streamed around you, as your hearts were 
bowed 

In meek submission to the Holy One, 
Then pointed you to blessings still in store 
For you and yours, now and for evermore. 
Was it not so ? did not such brightness beam. 
Light in your darkness, sunlight in the shade?" 
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Afflicted Christian, has the heavy lot 
Of saffering humanitj been thine ? 
Was pain thy close companion, with her brow 
Of threatening thnnder clonds, and eyes which knew 
No pity ? Did she try to fright thee with 
The garments of the dead, the sable pall, 
And draw thee to the grave that thon mightst see 
Its yawning depths of darkness, and behold 
What gloomy home was waiting thy release 
From the dread grasp in which she held thee fast ? 
Was such thy lot, beloved of the Lord ! 
To walk in gloom like this ? If so, iiill well 
Thou knowest what is meant by night, stricken 
And chastened one ! Bat then thou knowest too 
The morning's dawn ! The first long stream of 
light 

Which pierced the darkness, heralding the day. 

Thou sayest, the air was chill, and pain thy dread 

Attendant with thee still beside the dark 

Damp giave. Yet, dost thou not remember how 

Thine eye sought the horizon, and beheld 

A ray of glory bounding up the sky ; 

While soon the " king of day " with his rich gifts 

Appeared, and flung his shining treasures forth 

For all ? One gem fell at thy bleeding feet ; 

As thou didst bend to gaze upon its face 

Thou saw'st thine image pourtrayed there, but not 

As it then was with suffering marred. no ! 
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Surpassing fair that countenance and form 
Appeared which thou didst see, and knew to be 
Thine own. " Beauty for ashes," round it waa 
Inscribed, in star-lit words. The promise of 
Thj God thou couldst not doubt, but felt that it 
Was sure. Again thou lookedst into the 
Deep grave. And lo I its depths were lit with beams 
Of light, showing thee that it led direct 
To heaven. Grim death — ^to which pain pointed 
thee, 

Seemed smiling too. Then quick from thy full 
heart 

Escaped the joyous cry, death, where is 

" Thy sting ? grave, where is thy victory ? 

But not as yet to die, was His decree 

Who tried thee thus ; still, He did not reveal 

What was thy portion here, of woe or weal. 

Sufficient for His chastened child to know 

That He thy Lord was nigh, and would not cause 

One needless pang of suffering, but would "sit 

" As a refiner," with His fix^d eye 

Upon the purchased gold, till freed from dross ; 

Then, in a moment, from the heated fire 

Remove the metal pure, and say — " tis done^ 

" This chastening is enough — the refuse gone— 

" And now in beauty cleai* it shall appear, 

" And to my everlasting glory shine I " 

The Sunbeams streamed around thee, and in each 
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Thou readst a promise writ in faithfulness ; 
And recognized the living characters 
As God's own words> and felt they were for thee. 
Willingly then thou didst resign thyself 
To His all-righteous will. From thy foil heart 
Thou then conldst truly say, " To me to live 
Is Christ, to die is gain." Lord, I am thine ! 
Thy covenant vows are on me. Thou, the 
Great Incarnate God art mine, my Saviour, 
Shield, defence ; my beaming sun, pouring thy 
Rays of light into my drooping heart, through 
Deep shades of gloom, and painfol agony. 
Was it not so ? did not such brightness beam. 
Light in thy darkness, sunshine in the shade ? " 

Have bitter trials been thy portion here. 
Pilgrim of earth ? Grie&, such as find the heart's 
Deep hidden core, and search unsparingly 
Its secret chambers ; leaving no retreat 
In its recesses undimmed by their dark 
Shadows ? Ah I I can pity thee, thou child 
Of sonw. Full well thou canst explain what 
Gloom doth mean. Experience thy teacher ; 
Life thy school ; wronged affections ; promises 
Written in sand, and quickly washed away 
By the next coming tide which o'er them broke, 
Leaving them unfulfilled, to fade thine hopes ; — 
The great, and petty acts of tyranny 
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From men of little minds, bat greater power, 
These were the books which thou wert forced to read ; 
Nay more, commit to memory, while the 
Briny tears streamed from thine aching eyes, and 
Dark despair strove to enshroud thee in her 
Bobes of black. Poor trembling one, heart-rending 
Were the lessons thy stern teacher taught thee 
In that darkened room. Thy breast is heaving 
Now, as retrospection leads thee for a 
Time, back to those days of woe, with all their 
Tear-stained volumes. Yet, fear not, dear reader. 
We will go together to memory's 
Library, and take those same dread volumes 
From their safe resting place, to look at them 
Once more. What notes are those by trembling 
hand 

Inscribed upon the page's margin, leaf 

By leaf? think, dost thou know the writer? Yes, 

Recollection's wondrous index-finger 

Points to thee, and it is true thou ownest. 

With some illuminated fluid thou 

Hast penned these notes, and tho' they're tremulous — 

Still do they seem more legible than the 

Black letters of the page itself ; so bright 

They shine that they attract the wandering eye — 

And draw it to themselves. We'll read a few 

Of them ; and first will look at these upon 

The margin of this blotted leaf. 
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Bitter 

The tears IVe shed while forced to learn the things 
Inscribed on thee, thou page of withered hopes, 
And doomed affections. Love's brilliant chains 
dimmed 

By the heated breath of rancorous malice : 

Or snapt asunder hj rash acting haste 

Which waiteth not to judge 'twixt right and wrong. 

Affections which went forth too soon to grasp 

Some seeming prize arrayed in wining gai'b — 

Returned affi'ighted, stung most grievously 

By the deceiver, in chameleon robe. 

All these were mournful lessons, and I feared — 

Such shade upon my future then was cast — 

That I might never see the sun again I 

But this was not the case. Remembrance tells — 

Of a bright rainbow in the evening sky, 

Formed of my falling tears ; sweet promiser ! 

Anon the sky grew clearer, and I saw 

The " star of hope," like radiant lamp above 

My head. I slept ; — and sunbeams bright, early 

Awoke me on the dreaded morrow, and 

Brought me joyous light 'mid shades of sorrow. 

Another page, but not dark as the last ; 
It tells of open enemies — ^not friends — 
Miscalled — therefore, their undisguised hate 
Not secretly o'ercame me, when alone. 
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Or trusting to a syren's faithMness. 
The shadows which they flung across my path 
Expected were, and tho' they wrought much grief — 
Still could they not hide from my sight the rays 
Of grateful joy— of trust — and heavenly light. 
Another leaf, marked by corroding care. 
Fortune's reverses, in a world of change ; 
Struggles for life, and disappointment's shade 
Cast over prospects lately bright, and fair. 
Heart-sickness — tears — ^and sighs were plentiful 
Ere this dark page was learned; still, sunlight 
came. 

Revivified my fading hopes, and won 
Me by its cheering smiles to labour on. 
Then, in the distance — shew'd me pearly gates. 
Thro' which one day I was to enter in — 
To take possession of " a Mansion " sure — 
By Christ prepared for those who faithful prove. 
And thro' temptation to the end endure. 

One other note of those still yet unread. 

We will peruse ere we retire from hence. 

Oh ! for a drop from famed Oblivion's streams 

To blot thee from this book of remembrance, 

Thou page of dark, deceitful enmity ! 

Else how can I love my enemies ? My 

Foes disguised as friends ; who won my love by 

Treacherous smiles, and seeming faithfulness; by 
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Feeling words of sympathetic power drew 
Forth my confidence, and then, abased it ; 
Blazoned forth to itching ears the secrets 
Of my heart, revealed to them in friendship's 
Honr. Compassionated me in the dark 
Lone day of soitow, and perplexity, 
Urgent to know my plans for time to come ; 
And then, when partially discovered, strove 
To frnstrate them by cruel rancorous words. 
If it had been an open enemy 
Then might I well have borne it ; but *twas yon, 
Who called yourselves my faithful friends. 'Twas 
thou. 

My confidant, adviser, whom I loved. 

Yet from this page I dare not— cannot turn — 
And leave it thus. Oblivion's waters will 
Not wash it out ; nor can I take a draught 
From Lethe's fount to drown the thoughts of it. 
But there are drops which can remove its stains. 
And waters pure which I may freely quaff — 
That will enable me to love them still, 
To love those precious souls for whom Christ died. 
And agonize for them before the blood- 
Besprinkled mercy seat. "Father forgive," 
I cry " forgive them all the ill they've striven 
" To work me. Thou wilt overrule it for 
" My good, I know full well, and rest assured 
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" Upon Thy faithfulness. I see Thy beams, 
" Thou Sun of Righteousness — gilding my path ! 
" I am forgiven, and I cry, * forgive.' 
" From a full heart of thankfulness I raise 
" This prayer to Thee, thou God of holy love. 
" Who wiliest not the death of any man. 

may the atoning blood wash out their sin, 
"May they be fitted for a home on high, 
" And let me meet them there, my risen Lord — 
" To recognize them then as friends of Thine, 
" Saved like myself by Thy redeeming grace." 

Well — we will close these books of memory, 
With their illuminated margin notes. 
Thon hast found light in darkness, grieved one; 
And tho' like trials may await thee here, 
Yet fear thee not, for light shall still arise 
'Mid densest gloom. What darkness can shut out 
The light of heaven, from those who wait for it ? 
" It cannot be," thine heart responsive cries. 
Sure thou hast seen the darkened cloud become 
Brilliant as polished silver, 'neath the glance 
Of sunlight; and night's spectres banished from 
Thy path, by its clear gloom-dispelling beams! 
Was it not so ? did not such brightness beam. 
Light in thy darkness, "sunlight in the shade?" 

Rejoicing Christian! thou, who now canst see 
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" Light in God's light," was there a time wheu thou 
Didst find thyself enshrouded bj sin's gloom? 
Dost thou remember how the two-edged sword 
Of Justice gleamed, and her eye of fire 
Pierced thro' guilt's midnight darkness, waking up 
Within thy startled breast conviction's pangs; 
Then gazing on thy conscience, laden sore 
With sense of unforgiven sin — she told 
Thee that thy life was forfeited, and bade 
Thee look each hour in expectation dread 
For her return ? 

She left thee then, but ah I 
No peace was thine. Thou still in mind couldst see 
Her. features; and by the fresh trimmed lamp of 
Conscience, read the words upon the scroll she 
Left thee, The soul that sinneth it shall die." 
Conviction's voice in all the chambers of 
Thy secret self, was heard by thee — saying — 
^'Thou art the guilty one I Yes, thou must die I 
^'Flee, hide thee from the face of God most High. 

And yet, thou canst not hide. His ministers 
" Of wrath shall drag thee forth to view, setting 
" Thy sins in terrible array before 
" The judgment seat, where justice ever stands, 
" Then hurl thee to the place thy sins have won." 
gloom of guilt ! thou dost remember it. 
'Twas darkness still more dreadful made by rays 
Of conscience, showing depths of gloom, above. 
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Below, behind, before, aroand thee, still 
Unfathomablj deep, without escape. 
And where wonldst thou escape from that abyss ? 
Not to the light ; no, thon fearedst that 
E'en more than darkness, hated as it had 
Become of late to thee ; there thy sin-marr'd 
Form would point thee out as an intruder. 
And so thy banishment at once would bring. 
Besides, thou wert not of the day thou couldst 
Not breathe its holy atmosphere, nor raisQ 
Thy heavy eyes in its pure liquid light. 

While thou didst walk in this dark heaviness — 
Some ministering hand drew back a fold 
Of gloom's thick curtain, letting in the light ; — 
At which thou shudder'dst, for it fell upon 
Thy scant and tattered garments, soiled by sin, 
Thro' which thy sores and bruises might be seen. 
loathsome sight! thou didst abhor thyself, 
And criedst loud in thy heart-wretchedness — 
" Who shall deliver me? Will any save 
Me from this living death ?" 

Another of 

The curtain folds withdrawn, and guiding light 

Fell on thy path and showed thee Calvary! 

Thou wert beside the Mount ; thou saVst the Cross, 

And on it hung the sinless Sacrifice. 

One told thee that thy sins had nail'd Him there; 
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That He had loved thee with such precioas love, 
And pitj felt of sach amazing depth — 
That it had drawn Him from His throne on high 
To save thee from the consequence of sin; 
Justice's sword- wounds in thy stead to bear, 
And for thee, guiltj one, Himself to die. 

Again thou readst the words on that dread scroll — 
And trembled. But behold I some prophet hand 
Beneath it, had inscribed these gracious lines : 
" But He for om* transgressions wounded was; 
^'Bruised for our sins; the chastisement of our 
" Sins was on Him, we with His stripes are healed." 
Could it be true, and couldst thou jet escape 
From sin's soul bending power, and punishment? 
Looking around thee for some way to flee, 
Thou sawest many roads, but all were dark 
Except one narrow path beside the cross. 
Over its gateway this inscription was, 
^* There is no other name given under heaven, 

Or among men, whereby we can be saved, 
" But that of Jesus Christ the crucified." 
" What shall I do?" thy sin-sick spirit cried. 
A gospel voice replied, Believe on the 
" Lord Jesus Christ, and verily thou shalt 

Be saved." Thou askedst aid ; then, conquering 
faith 

Supported thee; and led thee to His feet 



16 



Who thy sins' debt had paid. Thou didst believe, 
Thon couldst no longer donbt His love to thee. 
Thou knewest then thy sins were all forgiven. 
Thou couldst rejoice ! thou, the despairing one, 
For in that honr of bliss the spirit bore 
Witness with thine that thou wert born again. 
The healing " balm of Gilead '* was applied — 
By thy soul's " Great Physician " to thy wounds. 
Thy rags were gone, and thou wert newly clad 
In garments of salvation, blood-bought robes, 
Bestowed upon thee by theu: Purchaser. 
Brightly the sunlight streamed around thee now ; 
Thy dazzeled eyes could scarcely bear the sight 
So strange to them — thou new-born child of light. 
Along the narrow pathway thou didst go, 
With those bright rays illumining the road 
Which thou didst full well know would lead thee 
home— 

Home to thy risen Lord. Yes, He was there ; 
For when by Him atonement had been made 
For all our sin. He triumphed over death ; 
" Ascended upon on high, and captive led 
" Captivity, receiving gifts for men." 
priceless gifts ! Christian, thou hast received 
Rich store of these from thy Lord's treasury. 
Heaven's pathway still pursuing, thou dost press 
Forward to gain the prize held out to thee. 
Thou hast a warfare to encounter now, 
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With thy sours enemies; thou knowest this: 

So girdest on thine armour day by day, 

To fit thee for the fight with deadly sin. 

And when thou fightest in the strength of Him 

Who thy soul's helper is, thou shalt prevail. 

The darkened visage of thy mortal foe 

May make thee shudder, but shall not unnerve 

Thine arm, nor make thee drop the spirit's sword. 

Nor quit thy hold of faith's impervious shield; 

But supplicating God for needful grace, 

And with salvation's helmet on thy head, 

Satan thou shalt confront until He flee. 

Gloom may surround thee, and the conflict be 

Severe; still fear thou not defeat, for He 

Who gave the. armour, knew its wondrous power 

The weapons of His people's foe to blind. 

Upon its polished surface, holy rays 

Of heavenly sunlight shall come streaming down, 

Dazzling thy foe — ^that hater of the light — 

Until he turn and flee, leaving thee there 

Breathing thy thankfulness in praise and prayer. 

Trials thou hast ; — what child of earth has not ? 
And clouds may gather in the brightest sky ; 
But brilliant beams of a celestial light 
Are thine inheritance — tho' storms may rise — 
These shall disperse thy fears, or bid thee look 
Beyond the frowning cloud to catch a glimpse 
c 
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Of the bright glory je in store for thee. 
And what a glorj 1 Oh I bear up awhile 
Amid the trials of thj pOgrimage, 
And thou shall realize its certain bliss. 
A little longer thon must walk by faith, 
And bj-and-bj the sight shall far surpass 
All that hope longs for now, or faith expects. 
" Looking to Jesus," still pursue the road 
Which to " the kingdom " leads ; 'tis plain and 
sure. 

Direct from grace to glory : while the beams 
Of God's own sunlight cheer the pilgrim's way, 
And brighten all his path. Thou knowest this, 
And canst with joy belieye it still will shine. 
For past experience bids all doubt depart. 
Is it not so ? doth not this brightness beam. 
Light in thy darkness ; " sunlight in the shade ? " 

Dear thoughtless reader ; will thou now inquire 
From thine own heart, if thou dost know this light. 
This heavenly sunshine, which proceedeth from — 
And is the gift— of Him who came to be 
The Sayiour and the light of this lost world ? 
What is the answer ? Is thy soul content 
With lesser lights ? Art thou sufficed with 
A meteor's blaze, which disappeareth in 
A moment's time from thine admiring gaze ? 
The ball-room lamps, — do these suffice to chase 
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Thy spirit's gloom away, and glimpses give 
Thee of eternity, which make thee glad ? 
Eternity ! didst thon ever strive 
To pierce its shades by any earth-lit lamps ? 
Yes, thou hast tried, bat shuddering turned away, 
Into that future they no brightness shed; 
The slightest breath from thence extinguished them. 
Can riches, fame, and honour, all combined. 
Serve to dispel the clouds which sometimes shade 
E'en thy fair sky, thou petted child of earth ? 
I hear thy breathM answer ; — " 'twas indeed 
A powerless sickly gleam which met my eye 
" When, needing light, I looked to these for aid." 
Still, earth has many lamps of brilliant hue. 
That will, if placed aright, reflect heaven's suu- 
Beams on the path of life ; making the eyes 
Bejoice which can behold their beauties, and 
The full heart sing, while it acknowledgeth 
With thankfulness these pleasant gifts of God, 
On which this light is shed : and oft when thus 
Illumed, they help the soul Jehovah's name 
To read, in love's bright characters inscribed 
Deep, and indellible, upon them all. 
Seek then the beams which will enlighten thee 
'Mid deepest darkness, and thy soul illume 
Now, and for ever ; Yes, these quenchless rays 
Shall light eternity ; it is their home, 
As " the eternal " is their one great source. 
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Seek, and thon shalt obtain ; for it shall beam, 
Light in thy darkness, ^^snnshine in the shade." 

'Twas a " dream of the night," when the sunshine 
stream'd bright 

Thro' the gloom which the forest trees made ; 
And that beanteoos picture is still in my sight — 
As it fill'il my glad heart with o'erflowing delight — 

Those snnbeams which pierced thro' the shade ! 

'Twas "a dream of the night;" but it brought to 
my mind, 

Happy thoughts in bright colours arra/d ; 
And the lessons it taught on my heart I would bind, 
And when I peruse them instruction would find. 

From the sunbeams which stream'd thro' the shade! 

'Twas "a dream of the night," yet it pass'd not away 

Like night's visions at morning which fade ; 
'Twas a dream lighted up by a heavenly ray, 
Which induced me to cull a few flowers by the way, 
While the sunbeams shone bright thro' the shade ! 

'Twas a dream of the night, to my spirit it spoke 

Of Christ and His all-needful aid ; 
On my mind like the light of the morning it broke, 
And with a full heart I rejoicing awoke, 

Feeling grateful for light in the shade ! 
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'Twas " a dream of the night," which IVe tried 
explore, 

And well is my spirit repaid : 
May many who read it be led to adore 
The Love nnsurpass'd, which has ever a store 

Of sunshine to gladden our shade. 
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TO THE MEMORY OF THE LADY V, S. T. 

In Naples' brilliant city, 'mid its gaiety and mirth, 
There was a sonnd of mourning, for a spirit pass'd 
from earth; 

The noble and the beautiful in marble-stillness laj. 
The soul of that belovM one, the gem — ^had fled 
away. 

Her parents' hearts are bowed with grief, that sho^ 

their child, shonld fade. 
But faith and hope both point them to the sunlight 

in the shade." 

The weeping servants press'd around, to take a 

farewell gaze 
Of her— of whom no flattery 'tis, to speak in terms 

of praise: 

They bore her to her resting-place beneath a foreign 
sky. 

Far from her native land, or tombs where her 

forefathers lie. 
Yet, thro' the gloom and shadows of the spot where 

she is laid — 
Sure those who knew her best, can see bright 
sunlight in the shade." 
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Within the ancient noble halls of her ancestral home. 
The loveliest of the lovely there, she once in beauty 
shone. 

Her pleasant smile brought sunshine into many a 

peasant's cot, 
Her words of consolation and her prayers are not 

forgot : 

In cottage and in mansion they weep the noble 
maid, 

But looking thro' their tears they see — bright 
^'sunlight in the shade." 

The beautiful and noble one has pass'd away from 
earth, 

Yet her memory is treasured well by all who knew 
her worth; 

Upon her Saviour leaning, she fear'd not any ill, 
But bowed submissively to all her righteous Father's 
will; 

Unfearingly she heard the words, that she must 
shortly fade, 

With Jesus for her portion, she had " sunlight in 
the shade." 

Death* 8 shadows fell around her, but they found her 

without fear. 
She knew in whom she had believ'd, and felt that 

He was neai-; 
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She knew that He would guard her well — ^from 

every evil keep, 
While safely thro* the valley He would bear His 

blood-bought sheep. 
Thus trusting in the Mighty One, who had her 

ransom paid, 

She had no dread of darkness — there was ^'sunlight 
in the shade." 

Now, her glad song of praise the heavenly anthem 
swelleth, 

In more honour'd mansions now, her happy spirit 
dwelleth : 

And would we wish her back on earth ? Would 

you, her nearest kinf 
"Ah no !" your spirits answer — "she is safe with 

God shut in! 
"Safe in th' abiding kingdom, where no flower is 

known to fade, 
"We would not bring her back to earth, we've 

* sunlight in the shade !' " 
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ACROSTIC. TO MY DEAR MOTHER. 

Tender mercies sent thee from above — 
On thy pathway fall in showers of love; 
Many blesings every day be given, 
Yielding thee a foretaste sweet of heaven. 
Dark clonds may shadow thee, but Jesn's shining 
Ever revealeth their bright silver lining, 
And points to where the light has no declining. 
Ransom'd by the Saviour's love and power, 
May'st thou know His peace to life's last hour; 
On His faithful arm if thou recline — 
Tenderly He'll whisper — "thou art mine!" 
Heaven be thy final home where is no weeping, 
Eternal joy the ransomed there are reaping, 
Rendered for ever safe in God's own keeping. 

THE SPRING BREEZE. 

A few days ago, a delightful spring breeze came 
into my room, and as it seemed in no hurry to go, 
I felt inclined to question it as to the scenes it had 
lately passed thro'. I found it as ready to com- 
municate as I to listen. 

" Early this morning," 
said the breeze, " I was revelling amid the spices 
and orange groves of the balmy south, when I 
received the commands of my master to cross the 
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ocean, and carry some of the refreshing odours to 
a more northern clime. Away I flew I and hap- 
piness went with me; for as I passed over towns and 
villages, men, women, and children welcomed me» 
while smiling flowerets gracefully howed their 
greetings. I quickly crossed the great waters, and 
laden with refreshing sweetness arrived in the 
British isles. Windows were thrown open as I 
whispered at the casements. Children flew out of 
the houses at my invitation, and their blood danced 
healthfully through their veins as they felt my 
animating breath upon their youthful brows. 

" I passed into crowded hospitals where sickness 
reigned; but even she bowed her head as I approached, 
while many of her subjects acknowledged me, as a 
bringer of pleasant changes : and when I left them, 
Hope was administering to some, her gentle cordials. 

"In the bustling city I was a welcome visitor; 
though my breath had not so much sweet freshness 
as in the country. I called at the houses of the 
rich, and the children sang for glee, while their 
glad parents told them of the pleasant country 
homes they should now have, where they might 
revel among flowers and delightful breezes. 

" I went into the homes of the city-bound poor, 
and there, even in the midst of sorrow and poverty, 
I brought hope and joy. I shook the window of a 
room where a widow and her daughters were sitting 
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closely engaged with needlework: they threw up 
the sash, and I greeted each with the softest, balmiest 
kiss I coald give in that close atmosphere. How 
gratefnlly they smiled ! But soon I saw that briny 
tears were falling npon their work. Ah ! my visit 
reminded them of the time when I used to greet 
them amid the flowers and sunshine of a happy and 
plenteoas country home. I kissed them again, and 
as I did so, I whispered words whose fullness I 
trusted they could realize. They did; their smiles 
returned, for they knew my Master of whom I spake 
to them was their friend. They unitedly said * He 
doeth all things well:' and I left them singing 
^ There sorrow and sighing shall flee away.' 

" I wafted the fragrance of sweet flowers to the 
sick and bereaved, and heard some of their voices 
thanking Him whom I serve. 

^< I fanned the cheek of the happy bride until it 
glowed with a deeper hue; and played with her 
dark hair and orange wreath, until the jealous 
bridegroom feared I made too free. 

" Lastly, I came to you, inquisitive one** And 
having obliged me thus far, the enchanting Breeze 
tossed over my papers, and ceased to speak. 

In a few moments, finding my companion was 
still in the room, I begged to be favoured with a 
song; and my request was promptly complied with 
by this obliging friend. 



28 



SONG OF THE BREEZE. 

What shall I sing ? not mj prowess or fame, 
It is not I who have earned a name; 
fiat " the Alpha and Omega " whom I serve, 
And from whose commands I cannot swerve. 

He bade me go; then I quickly flew 
To the work that He had bid me do: 
'Twas a work of joy, of love, and of life, 
With healthfal blessings my breath was rife. 

I have fanned the brow of the friendless slave, 
And carried glad tidings across the wave; 
I wafited to heaven the opprest's complaint. 
And received the last breath of the dying saint. 

With the dark-eyed daughters of Italy's plains 
I played, and fresh life ran thro' their veins. 
On the children and vines of sunny France, 
I looked, and with glee they returned my glance. 

I carried refreshment across the main — 
To the olive children of rocky Spain: 
And old Norg6's sons at the Seaters high- 
Came out to greet me in passing by. 

Over stricken Palestine as I flew 

I received a smile from the outcast Jew; 

And I cooled the brow of the Christian man — 

Who taught him that Christ is the Great <<I am.'' 
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O'er Araby's wilds, with Ishmaers sons — 
My pathway of duty often runs: 
And Ham's sable sons rejoice in the breeze, 
Which waves the tops of their tall palm trees. 

The Indian warrior quickens his pace 
When he feels my breath on his tawny face: 
Canadian boatmen renew their song 
As down the river I bear them along. 

New England's children rejoice when I'm nigh, 
And Australian settlers both laugh and cry — 
When they feel my kiss on their cheek and hand — 
And think I come from their dear native land. 

Over Patagonia's savage coast — 
To South America's pride and boast — 
I fly, and a blessing I leave more true 
Than gems of Brazil, or gold of Peru. 

From North to South Pole, o'er sea and o'er land 
I go, by my Master's supreme command; 
At His high pleasure I work, or stand still, 
'Tis joy to do His omnipotent will. 

The song died away, as the breeze left me to 
obey the commands of Him, whose minister it was. 
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TO THE SPIRIT OF SONG, AFTER A LONG 
SILENCE. 

Spirit of song ! 
Why art thou still so loDg — 
Within my breast ? 

Much-loved — ^long silent lyre, 
Say, what has quenched the fire — 
The arduous zest, 

Whidi used my soul to fill — 
When thou didst at my will 

Sweet music breathe? 

Ah lyre? thou art unstrung; 
And long my heart has rung 
A doleful chime; — 

Because in death-like sleep 
Thou wast, till I did weep 

For thy sweet rhyme. 



Spirit of much-loved song I 
Oh I thou hast tarried long 
In seeming scorn. 
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Ah ! didst thou see my eyes — 
When the salt tears would rise — 
This Autumn morn; 

And hast thou tun'd once more, 
Just as in days of yore 

My treasured lyre ? 

How we will sing together, 
This sweet Autumnal weather, 
And never tire ! 

Now my soul fills with song; 
My spirits dance along — 

Thon hast returned ! 

For thou hast been away 
Full many a weary day. 

While oft I yearned 

To feel thy soothing power — 
In sorrow's heart-sick hour, 

Bnt yearned in yain. 

Yet still, tho' thon wert not — 
My soul was not forgot 

'Mid storm and rain. 
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Ah no ! I have a Friend 
Whose love can never end, 
And He was nigh. 

Thou might'st have brought me g 
Thou conld'st not shelter me, 
Nor for me die: 

Bat He, this Friend did all ! 
He heard mj sorrow's call, 
And blessed me. 

And now He gives thee back. 
For well He knew the lack 
I felt of thee. 

Spirit of song, I prize 
Thee, and would not disguise 
The love I feel. 

May'st thou then precious gift — 
To God my spirit lift — 

In woe and weaL 
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VERSES, COMPOSED UPON SEEING A 

TRAIN FILLED WITH SOLDIERS, 
WHO SEEMED ALL YOUNG MEN, AND 
NEARLY ALL IN THE HIGHEST SPIRITS. 

Young men are there, hardy sons of toil, 
Who have followed the plough and tilled the soil: 
They go while our harvest-fields are bright 
To echo the war-cry, and aid the fight; 
While their fellows with joy shout " harvest home!" 
They will be borne o'er the sea's white foam, 
To join in the struggle and deadly strife 
That now shake the nations, and call for life. 
deadly war; thou'rt a cruel thing I 
With thine iron heart, and blood-stain'd wing ; 
With thy poisonous breath, and demon's eye, 
Thy loud piercing shriek, and revengeful cry. 

Young men are there from the city's throng. 
Where the struggle for bread is great and strong; 
They leave the workshop and crowded street 
To join with the bands of the English fleet. 
They go from the cities' bustle and hum 
To work to the sound of trumpet and drum; 

D 
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And a deadly work they have to fulfil, 
A work of bloodshed, to maim and to kill. 

cruel war; thon'rt a hatefal thing ! 

With thy tongne of fire, and piercing sting; 

With thy spear-like claws all stain'd with gore, 

Thy insatiate thirst still craving more. 

They pass along with a shont of mirth, 
To leave the land that has given them birth : 
Soldiers! I cannot like you feel glad. 
Your boisterous joy makes my spirit sad — 
When I think how few of you may return 
To wear the laurels ye go to earn; 
So few seem to feel what the Psalmist saith — 
There is but a step between me and death." 

hateful war; thouVt a fearful thing ! 

With death-shrieks making the air to ring; 

Thy clenchM teeth, and determined will. 

Shew thy wish and power to wound and to kill. 

One youthy at least, 'mid that noisy throng, 
Joins not their shouts, nor takes part in their song; 
His thoughts seem sad, and my watching eye 
Sees his bosom heave with a deep-drawn sigh : 
Ah ! what a sa& tale does it seem to tell, 
Of partings from those who love him well; 
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Perhaps his father's blessing he thinks he hears, 
And feels his mother's warm kisses and tears. 
fearful war; thou'rt a heartless thing I 
For stripes and griefs thou dost always bring; 
Sighs, groans, and teai'S, are thy fond delight, 
As thou orgest men to the wrathM fight. 

But, deadly war ! there's a higher power — 
Which shall one day make thine eye to cower; 
His voice shall then bid all wars to cease, 
And all the world shall be robed in peace; 
He will still the sound of thy cannon's roar, 
The nations shall go to war no more; 
From the homes of men thou must pass away, 
For with peace and goodwill thou canst not stay. 

deadly war; thou'rt a cruel thing! 

But the world thy fall at last shall sing; 

Earth's kingdoms which thou hast long o'er- 
run — 

Shall be the kingdoms of God and His Son ! 



August, 1854. 
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THE GIBRALTAR CONVICTS' PLEA. 

(Composed after reading in a Liverpool Newspaper, that 
the English Convicts at Gibraltar had asked for leave to 
do without one of their allowed meals dailj, and the cost 
be given to " the Patriotic Fund.") 

A request, England listen ! 
For it comes from o'er the sea; 
Eyes with tears of joy will glisten, 
When is heard the convicts' plea. 

Britain, all thy sons and daughters 
Are not lost whoVe broke thy laws; 
For a voice from o'er the waters 
Says — such hearts are with thy cause. 

Convicts, banished to a distance 
From the land which gave them birth, 
Plead that they may give assistance 
To the needy ones of earth. 

They, by ready self-denial. 
Would dry up the orphan's tear; 
And would aid in want and trial. 
Widows mourning o'er the bier. 

Yes, for leave they now petition 
To abridge their food each day; 
And the cost of such provision 
To the " Patriot Fund " to pay ! 
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Precious spark of human feeling I 
Love for kindred, love for kind; 
Sare the hearts are not past healing, 
Where such sparks a home can find. 

In their spirits' deep recesses, 
Where are things concealed from sight. 
Who can tell how He who blesses 
May be changing gloom to light ? 

Fatherland ! with tender gladness, 
Maj'st thou one day these receive— 
Penitents who own their madness. 
Hearts that with contrition heave. 



January 3rd, 1855. 
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VERSES UPON THE RETURN OF SOME 
OF THE SICK AND WOUNDED SOLDIERS 

FROM THE CRIMEA; 
WHO PASSED THE STAFFORD RAILWAY 
STATION, ON THE 18th AND 19th OF 
JANUARY, 1855. 

welcome back to jont fatherland t 

Smiles of welcome shall greet you on ev'ry hand; 

Warm hearts for the patriot band will glow. 

And tears of sympathy freely flow, 

For those who joined in the bloody fight 

On Inkerman's field, and Alma's height. 

Yon return to your homes once more again, 
But ye come as sick and wounded men : 
Ah ! where is the fire of youth and health. 
That seemed to you as a mine of wealth, 
From which you could draw for evermore — 
Yet not diminish the boundless store ? 

Ah ! where are those eyes of joyous light, 
Which a few months past beam'd forth so bright? 
The light of some is for ever gone, 
And none now are bright, not a single one. 
And those brows last year seem'd free from care. 
But noWy deep wrinkles are lying there I 
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When je went forth to the scene of strife, 
Yonr limbs with manly vigour were rife; 
While now, alas I thej are mangled and torn — 
For the heat of fierce battle yeVe bravely borne; 
Then, yonr faces beamed as the sunny light, 
And now, they are sombre as shades of night. 

welcome back to our British shore ! 

From a land that is wet with tears and gore; 

Where the wind wafts groans upon every breath, 

And earth is strew'd with the victims of death : 

welcome home ye patriot band, 

From those fearful scenes, to your fatherland ! 
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* A WELCOME TO THE REMNANT OF THE 
5th dragoon guards, A PORTION OF 
WHOM ENTERED STAFFORD, 2iid JULY, 
1856. 

Welcome back to Britain's land, 
Remnant of a slaughtered band; 
Glad to leave a foreign shore, 
And the hostile cannon's roar, 
To enjoy your well-earned rest 
In the land ye love the best. 
Welcome patriots I welcome home ! 
'Twas for us ye had to roam. 

Welcome back ye noble braves I 
From a land of wounds and graves, 
Where your fellows sleep in death. 
Where ye felt the slayer's breath, 
As he passed ye by to reap 
Fellow-comrades whom ye weep. 
Welcome, patriots, to our shore I 
Ne'er may war demand ye more. 

Welcome soldiers I welcome back ! 
Greetings ye shall never lack; 
Hail we ye with grateful joy. 
Not without a sad alloy; 

* These Verses appeared in the Staffordshire Advertiser, 
July 5th, 1856. 
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Grieving earth should still require 
War's destructive arm of fire. 
Welcome back in hope and peace ! 
that it may never cease I 

Welcome back to Britain's land, 
Remnant of a slaughtered band I 
Soldier braves ! ah, will je give 
Thanks to Him who bid you live ? 
Will you at His footstool bend ? 
Own Him as your Saviour, Friend ? 
Happier welcomes then be yours, 
In the kingdom which endures. 
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TO THE WAYSIDE FLOWERETS. 
(inscribed to ht beloved mother.) 

Wayside flowei*ets, je are bright, 

In your simple dresses; 
Ye do glad the writer's sight 

More than she expresses. 
For what pen can show or tell 

All the spirit's glowiags ? 
Or can sound the heart's deep well 

With its overflowings ? 
None, howe'er inspired, can paint 

All the mind's bright beamings; 
For word-colours are too faint 

To express the feelings. 

Wayside flowerets, ye can reach 

To my heart's recesses; 
And my soul sweet lessons teach 

Of the God who blesses. 
WTien I see your lovely faces, 

All around me shining, 
Filling your appointed places. 

And without repining; 
Then I feel you can impai't 

Much to me, sweet treasures, 
For ye whisper to my heart 

" Duty's path hath pleasures." 
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" Yes, for we are happy here, 

Nor would wish to wander, 
Never have we asked our God 

Why not place us yonder ? 
By that castle's lofty side 

Why not let us dwell? 
Sister flowerets there abide. 

We should like it well. 
This from God we would not ask, 

For it might bring sadness; 
In His love we here would bask, 

Duty's path hath gladness." 

Wayside flowerets, I would give 

Heed unto your preaching; 
And would thank God while I live 

For His spirit's teaching : 
Well I know 'tis He who speaks 

Thro' you, wayside beauties. 
And my wayward heart thus seeks. 

To remind of duties. 
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MIND. 

What is this within as moying, 

Feeling for an upward way, 
Laying hold of e'en a feather, 
Surely breaking every tether 

Which would keep it from the day ? 

War with darkness it is waging, 

Struggling to be fully free; 
Every star it hails with pleasure, 
Every ray of light a treasure 

Which doth make it bound with glee. 

See 'tis climbing higher! higher! 

Love and beauty give it aid; 
Kindly tones it gladly seizeth. 
Sunny smiles its growth increaseth. 

And it thriveth in the shade. 

Rain drops fall, it upward creepeth, 

Onward urged by sun and showers; 
To each friend it fondly clingeth. 
And upon them gratefd fllngeth 

Leaves and blossoms, fruit and flowers. 
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Forward still it joyful pressetb, 

Hill on hill is seen afar; 
Now it gains some lofty mountain, 
And it qaa£fe a sparkling fonntain. 

Which reflects a radiant star. 

Quick its eye it upward turneth 

From the fountain to the sky; — 
Where the star in glory beameth. 
While upon the earth it teemeth. 
Glorious light to glad the eye. 

Higher, higher it is climbing ! 

Hills seem hillocks, mountains — ^hills; 
Still its upward way it pressetb, 
And, while rising it confesseth — 

God all space with grandeur fills. 

And with humble joy it seeth. 
That the active mind of man — 

In the midst of God's creation — 

Holds a noble mighty station, 
When, aright is used life's span. 
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ACROSTIC. 

Ever may thy path be bright, j 

Lit by Him who is the light," 

In His love dwell thou. 

Zealous for His holy name, 

And to spread abroad His flEime 

Be thy wish and prayer. 

Encircled by His grace and love, 

Trust to dwell with Him above, 

Having won a crown. 

LINES ADDRESSED TO A CLERGYMAN. 

Servant of God, called forth to preach the truth, 
Ere thou hast past the season of thy youth; 
may it ever be thy aim and care, 
Those holy truths most simply to declare. 
Ah ! may'st thou never tamper with the foe. 
Who aims at England's church a deadly blow; 
Whose syren-voice would lure her back to Barney 
Whilst softly singing to her — "this way home I** 
That foe would woo thee from the narrow path. 
Enthrall thy soul, and subject thee to wrath; 
Beware ! beware of that self-righteous leaven 
Which mars our prospects and our hope of heaven. 
God's precious truths thou boldly speakest now, 
While holy faith seems stamped upon thy brow; 
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Ah ! may'st thou never to the traitor yield, 
But clothed in Christian armonr keep the field. 
My heart r^joiced^ when in the " house of prayer," 
I sought to lay aside each earthly care, 
Joining in worship with that sabbath throng, 
In humble contrite prayer and holy song. 
Yes, thus prepared — my soul rejoiced to hear 
Those gospel-truths and invitations dear — 
Which thou then preached, thro' Jesus Christ made 
bold, 

Whilst thou displayed tons the Bible gold. 

('Tis long since first I heard my Saviour's voice, 
Calling upon my heart to make its choice; 
And long it is since I my burden laid, 
At Jesu's feet, who has our ransom paid: 
And now the gospel's invitation's sound 
Speaks to my heart — ^that I once lost, am found ! 
Found by that Saviour who repeats His call 
To weary-laden sinners one and all.) 
My heart rejoiced; yet still I fearful sighed, 
I thought of those who had the truth denied; 
Who step by step had left the paths of light, 
Because they would not walk by faith — ^but eight. 
Once some of them appeared to know the truth, 
They vowed to be the Lord's in early youth; 
But now — ^the flocks whom they profess to feed. 
On worUiless husks — instead of bread they feed. 
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Young gospel-champion ! maj'st thou be preserved 
From the first errors then thou canst not swerve; 
One false step taken may to others lead, 
That one avoid, and to thy ways take heed. 
may thy intercourse with others tell 
That thou hast learned the truths of scripture 
well; 

And shouldst thou ever in the way be thrown 
Of those who any vital truth disown — 
Who show thee by a word — a look — a breath — 
They are receiving what the tempter saith, — 
Then look to Jesus — seek the throne of grace, 
(It matters not to Him, the hour, or place,) 
Ask first to be preserved by God's great might 
From every snare, — ^then walking in the light 
Of His own countenance, thou shalt go on — 
Firm in the faith of the great " Three in One." 
Pray then for grace, that thou may'st speak 
aright 

The words of truth as in thy Master's sight; 
Warn with affection, yet with plainnefis show 
Error may lead to everlasting woe. 
Thus acting, thou some soul perhaps may'st gain 
Whom Satan fain would bind in error's chain. 
Oh, happy privilege ! oh, glorious thought I 
Blessed will be the teacher and the taught; 
Blessed is he who leads from error's ways 
A soul, to shout forth his Redeemer's praise. 
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Onward, still onward^ go in faith and love, 
Keeping thine eye fixed upon things above; 
So shalt then to the chnrch a blessing be, 
Seen such in time, — felt thro' eternity. 
Then shalt thon meet before the Savionr's throne 
Some, by thee pointed to that happy home; 
Some, who from thee first learned the Saviour's 
worth. 

Then lived rejoicing in the second birth; 

Some, whom thon stood'st with at the brink of death, 

Who praised their Savionr with their latest breath : 

blest reunion I when the saints shall meet, 
To cast their crowns at their Redeemer's feet; 
Before His throne with loving awe to fall. 
And joy to be with Him their " all in all." 

Farewell ! tho' likely ne'er to meet on earth, 
Thro' Jesu's precious blood and priceless worth— 

1 trust that we shall meet. His love to tell. 

In those blest realms where none shall say farewell. 



E 
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THE FOLLOWING VERSES WERE 
SUGGESTED BY A SERMON PREACHED 

BY THE REV. W. L., THEN OF N T., 

TO WHOM THE ABOVE LINES WERE 
ADDRESSED. 

Matt. xi. 28. 

What shall I to mj gracious Master say ? 

shall I tell Him that some hurdened soul 

To whom I've preached the word of life this day — 

Would come to Him, seeking to be made whole ? 

Shall I not tell Him that at once yon'll seek 
For peace and pardon, thro' His precious blood ? 
Weary and heavy-laden, faint and weak, 
Fain would you lose your burden in that flood ? 

Gome then poor sinner, Jesus yearns to save 
Your souls from all their load of guilt and sin; 
He seeks to save you, for His life He gave 
That life eternal you might find in Him. 

Will you not come, and find the blessed rest 
Found but in Jesus, God's beloved Son ? 
Then shall I thank Him that my work is blest, 
For souls to deck His diadem are won. 

Edgmond. 
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THE HEAT AND THE BREEZE. 

The traveller was hasting to his home, 
Across the barren waste he had to roam; 
Hot was the air — ^hot was the thirsty ground, 
Weary and faint, the wanderer gazed around. 
But still he journeyed — ^for he feared to stay 
While his loved goal was still so far away; 
Longing to gain it thus he forward pressed, 
Hope urged him onward to that wished-for rest. 

At last he fainter grew; nature was stilled; 
With lurid burning stars the air seemed filled. 
Floating before his eyes, they seemed to dart 
Their scorching rays into his brain and heart. 
He started onward, he would try to gain 
His distant home, here he could not remain. 
How could he linger where no friendly breath 
Soothed him to sleep^ but all seemed fraught with 
death ? 

No, he must go. But what has seized him now ? 
What binds his limbs in chains, and girds his brow ? 
What dims his eyesight-— neap o'erturns his brain ? 
The heat, the fearful heat; — effort is vain — 
For down he sinks upon the scorching bed 
Of withered grass, and earth; and lays his head 
Upon a burning stone : — ^Why there to lie ? 

To die! to die! 
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To die ! " and must he die ? Can naught be done 
To cause his blood to circulate — and run 
Thro' its right channels at a healthy speed? 
Is there no friend to help him in his need ? 
His friends — ^wife — children — all are far away, 
Is there no mighty hand death's blow to stay ? 

God, behold him ! can he meet Thee now, 
Without a fear of anger on Thy brow? 
Ah ! does he know his soul is washed from sin, 
In Jesu's bloody — Lord, is it thus with him ? 
no; he's conscious once again; his eye 
Tells of sad dread of fearful agony. 
Of unforgiven sin, of looked-for woe, 
If now his sun should set. Dear Lord, not so 
Let him depart — spare — spare him yet awhile, 
To seek for mercy and obtain Thy smile. 
To light his countenance, then bid him give 
To Thee the glory — ^who hast bid him live. 

See, how he pants I not long can he exist 
In such an atmosphere, but hush ! oh list ! 
What was that sound among the distant trees ? 
Hark ! there it is again — ^the Breeze ! the Breeze ! 
No : all is still, and yet it seemed to raise 
That tiny lock of hair : methought his face 
Looked brighter, too, than it had done before; 
^Twas a mere gleam of hope, it comes no more. 
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And must he die ? Hush ! what a sound of feet^ 
'Tis horsemen coming ! naj, the sounds retreat : 
But see I an angel must have here been led, 
The dying gasps — then raises up his head. 
AlaSy he droops again; and must he lie 
Upon the hot drj earth, unsaved, to die ? 

To die ! and must he die ? again a sound 
Like distant wailing runs along the ground; 
It goes, it comes, it is the blessed Breeze ! 
The wind, God's minister that Him doth please, 
Obeys at once — fulfils His mighty will — 
Works at His word — stays when He says "be still." 
The Breeze is here, it breathes upon him now: 
Revives his waning life, and cools his brow. 
Fully restores his reason, bids him live — 
To seek His face who can and will forgive. 
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SONG OF A BRIDE'S YOUTHFUL FRIENDS. 

She has left ns I she has left us ! 

And has gone to dwell afar — 
From the happy home of childhood, 

Where her youth's companions are. 
We shall miss her ! we shall miss her! 

For it is so sad to part — 
From one whose love is twined around 

The fine tendrils of the heart. 



We have loved her! we have loved her I 

And our love she still shall share; 
We will ask rich blessings for her — 

From the God who heareth prayer. 
She has left us ! she has left ns I 

But may faithful love attend 
The wedded life of Marion, 

Our beloved and early friend. 
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VERSES COMPOSED UPON THE SEASHORE 
AT NEW BRIGHTON, CHESHIRE. 

tell me a tale ye rocks and caves, 
Of days that have long gone by; 
Yes, tell me a tale of the boisterous waves, 
And the dark and stormy sky. 

Ye sighmg winds, ah I tell me a tale 
Of the things that ye have known, 
Of dark secrets borne on the midnight gale. 
To the smuggler's cavern-home. 

Ye musical waves, sing me a song 
In tones that are deep but low, 
Of the lawless wreckers' deeds of wrong, 
Such tales ye so well must know. 

tell me a tale ye hosts of sands, 
That form the sea-beaten shore; 
Of the contrabandist marauding bands. 
Who trod you in days of yore. 
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TO MISS M. H N. 

(now MRS. JAMES H ^N.) 

Dearest Mary, may the blessing 

Of the "Triune God" be thine; 
May His watchful care surround thee, 
May His peace be shed upon thee, 
And His love upon thee shine ! 

She who for thee such things asketh, 
Is a friend who's loved thee long; 
Loved thee 'mid her childish gladness, 
Loved thee in her days of sadness. 
With a love both deep and strong. 

Many a year she'd loved thee, Mary, 
Ere thou caused her tears to start 
With thctt simple loving token, 
Whose remembrance oft has spoken 
Words of pleasure to her heart. 

But when with thee she was standing 

By the side of thy first tree, 
When thou gav'st thy first ripe treasure 
To thy friend — increasing measure 
Of her love went forth to thee. 

And she loves thee still, dear Mary, 

With a woman's depth of love; 
And that love she would not sever. 
But would have it last for ever — 
Here and in a home above. 
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TO THE TREES. 

Ye noble trees, with foliage of ever-changing green, 
Oft a source of gladness to my spirit je have been; 
With outspread arms of welcome je give me greeting 
warm, 

Whene'er I turn mj gaze on jou, in sunshine or in 
storm. 

I joy to see you, noble trees, when Boreas wildly 
plays 

Among your topmost branches, till they dance like 

sprites and fays; 
While every bough is tossed about so wildly in the 

air, 

Until you seem to shout aloud, " we bid adieu to 
care!" 

ye are lovely, noble trees, upon a starry night. 
When ev'ry leaf is quivering seen, in luna's liquid 

ligbt; 

Then your sweet music falls so soft upon the stilly air, 
Its soothing influence is felt to be a blessing rare. 

1 love to see you, noble trees, when the sun is warm 

and high, 

And your leaflets are responding to zephyr's softest 
sigh; 
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When your shadows light are falling npon the grass 
and earth, 

how pleasant are the feelings to which ye then 
give birth ! 

And, noble trees, ye're beautiful, when uponeveryside 
Of some clear lake your branching arms are spread 

out far and wide; 
Your lovely forms reflected upon its liquid face, 
As ye bow to give it greeting with your own 

peculiar grace. 

noble trees, I love you when in the forest green, 
You show your varied loveliness in silver and in 
sheen; 

There the "king of day" must woo you in his 

warmest, brightest style. 
Ere he gain your hearts' recesses, and winneth back 

a smile. 

But sad it seems, ye noble trees, to know your 

leaves must fade. 
And fill up all the grassy nooks, or gather in the 

glade; 

While ye thro' winter's stormy days a lonely vigil 
keep. 

And mournful requiems constant sing^ in tones to 
make one weep. * 
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But gladsome spring will come again, and then, je 
noble trees, 

Once more green leaves shall cover 70a, and flutter 

in the breeze ! 
Your lonely vigils shall be past, your requiems 

changed to mirth, 
And in your new-bom loveliness ye shall adorn the 

earth. 
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VERSES COMPOSED UPON HEARING OF 
THE DEATH OF THE THREE CHILDREN 
OF THE REV. A. M'C, WHO ALL DIED 
WITHIN ONE WEEK, 
LEAVING THE BEREAVED PARENTS 
CHILDLESS. 

INSCRIBED WITH FEELINGS OF CHRISTIAN STMPATHT 
TO THE REV. A. AND MRS. m'C. 

The Angels encamped ronnd a household on earth— 

Who lived in the fear of the Lord ; 
And the dwelling oft echoed with infantile mirth, 
While the heads of that household felt great was 
the worth 

Of those treasures, which made them a garden on 
earth — 

Ever bright with the flow'rets of spring. 

The household were safe, for their God they well 
knew. 

With His hosts encompassed them round 
And their enemies — should they prove many or 
few — 

Would not be allowed their ill work to pursue. 
But be foiled in their mischief, or vanish like dew, 
If within the hosts' camp they were found. 
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The aDgels took tidings each day and each night, 

To their King in His palace on high; 
There they told how they'd fought in the power of 
His might 

With the foes of the household, and put them to 
flight, 

And how brightly the parents' eyes beamed with 
delight 

On their treasures of promise and love. 

But the King had but lent these sweet buds for 
awhile, 

To be trained for His garden above; 
A few days of earth's loveliness here to beguile. 
And then be transplanted where nought could defile 
Their rich fragrance or beauty, but 'neath His glad 
smile 

There to dwell in the light of His love. 

How fondly he prized them as jewels of worth ! 

And he yearned their removal to see. 
Ere the tempests and sorrows of sin-stricken earth, 
With the clouds and temptations to which they give 
birth, 

Should dim their life's beauty or silence their mirth — 
So He said ''let them come unto me." 
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Then angels rejoiced, and the heavens rang with 
glee, 

But the brethren's accuser was sad, 
Because oft had he boasted his minions should see 
The dark day, when these trea^ui-es should bow at 
his knee. 

And so hell's conquered victims for ever should be, 
But now, foiled — ^in dire gloom was he clad. 

For the mandate was passed, and a bright angel- 
band 

Quickly flew the King's wish to fulfil ; 
First, the minister death touched one flower with 
his hand. 

Then the angels obeyed its Redeemer's command — 
And so bore it away to the beautiful land- 
Far from all that could hurt it or kill. 

But heavy the stroke on the parents' heart fell. 

And the King's human heart for them heaved ; 
But His omniscience saw that all soon would be 
well, 

When they met in His kingdom His mercies to tell, I 
Rejoicing their household were ramsomed from i 
hell, ' 
Tho' to part from them here they had grieved. I 

I 

j 
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So His trustworthy host He commanded to go 

And another sweet blossom to bring : 
They obeyed, and the parents were told it must 
grow 

In the garden above, where no sickness or woe 
Thro' eternity's ages their darling should know, 
Then the host with their flow'ret took wing. 

One treasure was left, but the mourners* hearts 
bled, 

When they thought of the dear ones now gone; 
They well knew that they lived, yet they felt they 
were dead 

In the home from which now their gay mirth had 
all fled; 

And the soul-stricken mourner each bowed down 
the head. 

As they asked — "wilt Thou spare us this onef" 

" I cannot, and love you," the King then replied, 

"For both you and your children are mine; 
" But to save you from all that might harm you I 
died. 

" Your flow'rets to me therefore fully confide, 
"As proof they are safe, see my hands and my side." 
" Lord take him, our loved ones are thine I*' 
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Bereaved ones, look up ! see the joy that's in store. 

When the home of the ransomed you share ! 
Your deal* jewels are safe where no storms ever lour, 
Where the cold hand of death cannot reach to them 
more— 

Tour vessel is lightened^ press for the shore ! 
All your children are waiting yon there I 



April, 1866. 
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TO THE OLD YEAR. 

(written during its last hour.) 

Farewell, old year ! thou art hasting fast 

To join the years of the shadowy past; 

Thy minntes are numbered, thy hours have flown, 

Chili and damp is thy breath, and low thy tone. 

But ere thou passest away, old friend. 

Before our God we would lowly bend, 

To thank Him for all His kind love and care, 

Which He has permitted us long to share; 

To thank Him for trials in mercy sent. 

And for balm applied when our hearts were rent; 

For strength in our weakness, for light from heaven. 

For " The Spirit's " witness of sins forgiven ; 

For our earthly friends, and for Christian love, 

For our Saviour's peace, and our home above. 

Fare thee well, old year ! let thy record be — 

That thou left us with God on bended knee, 

Before the blood-sprinkled mercy-seat, 

Grateful and humble at Jesu's feet. 



Dec. 31st, 1855. 
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THE NIGHTLESS WORLD. 

(written by request of the rev. w. d.) 
We would seek for a home in that region of light, 
Which is never o'ercast by the shadows of night; 
Where the star-bedecked throne of our Saviour doth 

stand, 

And the light of His glory illumines the land: 
Yes, for there where the banner of Ught is unfurled, 
Is the mansion we seek in the ^^aye nightless world." 

That fair land knows no night of affliction or 
pain, 

There the blessM inhabitants never complain; 
No sad voices of sorrow are heard in their streets. 
But a song of rejoicing the ear ever greets : 
It is there where the banner of health is unfurled, 
That we look for our home in the aye nightless 
world." 

That bright region of glory has no night of sin. 
All its children are pure as the rest that they 
win; 

There the poison of calumny cannot them stain. 
And the tongue of deceit can no entrance gain : 
The clear banner of holiness there is unftirled. 
And we strive for a home in that aye nightless 
world." 
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That home has no night of dark sadness or sorrow, 
No anxious forebodings of ill on the morrow; 
For the present is joyous, the future is bright, 
And past, present, and future, is ceaseless delight : 
Where the light streaming banner of joy is unfurled, 
We are yearning for home in that " aye nightless 
world." 

In that region of joy all despondencies cease, 
For despair cannot dwell in those mansions of peace; 
Its dark ominous front could not face the glad light. 
Which there chases from heaven all the shadows of 
night : 

It is there where the banner of bliss is unfurled, 
That we hope for a home in the ^^aye nightless 
world." 

In the land where they know neither sorrow nor 
night, 

Where the dwellers are all named ^Hhe children 
of light," 

Where the face of each ransomed one beams like 
the Bun, 

Where the battle is over, and victory won : 
yes, there — ^where the banner of peace is unfrirled. 
Is our long-looked-for home in the ^' aye nightless 
world." 
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HEAVENLY RECOGNITION. 

" THEN SHALL I KNOW EVEN AS ALSO I AM KNOWN." 

I Corinthians xm. 11. 
(inscribed to the rev. w. d.) 

Yes, we shall know you there, ye blessed throng ! 

And hear your voices in redemption's song; 

Shall meet you eye to eye, and face to face, 

And recognize you as the heirs of grace — 
Who have become bright heritors of glory ; 
We'll join with you in telling love's glad story. 

Yes, we shall know you there, ye sons of light, 
Who've won the victor's palm, and fought the fight; 
Who like ourselves have known temptation's hour — 
And triumph too— thro' Jesu's mighty power: 
with what joy shall we behold your faces, 
And clasp you to our hearts with fond embraces ! 

Yes, we shall know you there, ye ransomed band. 
In the fair mansions of our Father's land; 
Shall hear the heart's full meaning in each tone. 
Of those who stand before the Saviour's throne : 
Bright candour on each face will there be glowing. 
And love sincere from ev'ry heart be flowing. 
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Yes, we shall know ye there, and shall be known, 
By all who dwell within that happy home; 
Ye'U know ns free from ev'ry stain of sin, 
Assured that no deception larks within : 
Yes, ye will know ns there free from guilt's traces. 
And like yourselves adorned with holy graces. 

Yes, we shall know you there, companions dear. 
When God has wiped away our ev'ry tear ; 
When to the " living waters " ye do go— 
We'll join you there, where those pure waters flow, 
And recognize you as our friends in sorrow 
Who looked with us for heaven's unclouded morrow. 

Yes, we shall know you there, 'tis but a while 
Ere we shall greet you in the blessed clime ! 
Departed friends, ye are but gone before, 
A little time — and we shall leave earth's shore — 
To know, as we are known, free from all sadness 
To mar our joy, in that bright home of gladness. 
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LOVE AND DUTY. 

(a fragment.) 

Two noble powers went forth at Gk>d'8 command. 
And moYed among earth's scenes in sisterhood. 
Love was the eldest, born of God's own breath, 
Dnty was born of His supreme commands. 
The youngest had a grand majestic mien; 
Her limbs were findj-monlded, and her head 
Wonld grace have added to a diadem." 
Her face waa sternly calm, and yet you might 
At times have seen a shadow as of pain 
Flitting across its still serenity. 
Upon her brow a high-souled honour sat. 
And proudly beautiful her spirit shone 
Thro' the dear windows of her lustrous eyes. 
Firmly erect she stood, and when she spoke 
It was in tones commanding; sententious 
W^e her words, and strictly they demanded 
Quick and swift obedience. 

Most beautiful 

Was Love, the first-born; tho' her frame seemed 
slight — 

So slight, that some mere gazer perhaps might say, 
" Her life must end the first bleak winter's day." 
But ah ! such knew her not. Her lovely face 
Had such transparency, that you might see 
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The pure white lily and the glowing rose 
Reflected there — as every passing breath 
Of earnest feeling moved her flne-strong soul. 
Her eyes were lustrous, and a tender dew 
Seemed ever to be on them, but this dew 
Did not conceal — ^but tended to increase 
Their sparkling brilliancy and tenderness. 
Honour as pure and high as Duty knew 
Was also on her brow; but seldom did 
She stand with head and form erect; never 
For long — ^her graceful form so often stooped 
To render acts of love — ^her head so oft 
Was bent o'er some kind deed. And then her voice, 
Sweetly melodious was, but such a power 
And compass it possessed, that it could make 
The deep heart-chords of intellectual man 
Thrill with emotion ; then with soothing song. 
And tender glance — that showed her heart was in 
The music — ^she could sing in such soft tones 
That the sweet treble notes of babyhood 
Quivered with feeling. 

When their Creator 
Sent them down to earth. He bade them live in 
Close companionship and amity. 
Love, with her gentle words, and glowing stniles — 
To aid her younger sister 'mid her toils ; 
While Duty with her strength of arm and will — 
Directed rightly all her sister's powers. 
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A CHRISTMAS LAY. 

(WEITTEN BY REQUEST.) 

Again cometh round the joyous time 

Which has oft been sung before, 
In many a country, and many a clime, 

In our days, and those of yore. 

Quick our thoughts revert to days gone by, 

To the friends we met with then. 
But our tears fall fast, for " Alas ! " we sigh — 

" Some have left the homes of men." 

Hound the social hearth they meet no more, 

Their voices are hushed and still ; 
Yet we hoard bright scraps from their mind's rich 
store. 

And drink of memory's rill. 

Then we call to mind the loving light 
That shone in their sparkling eyes, 
Ere that light was quenched in death's darksome 
night, 

Which loosened sweet friendship's ties. 

But not " without hope " we mourn our friends— 

Who in Christ have passed away. 
While Faith her sweet smile of assurance sends 

To the realms of endless day. 
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Ah jes, we shall meet you there again ! 

And ever with you abide; 
By the help of His grace who died for men, 

We will meet you at His side. 

We shall see the friend of our early days ! 

The husband his wife shall greet ! 
While brothers and sisters with love shall gaze, 

When they walk the golden street. 

Welcome again then the happy time 

Which tells of a Saviour's love I 
How He came to dwell in an earthly clime, 

From His blessed home above. 

How He came to live and sulSer here, 

And at last for us to die; 
That we might dwell where the sorrowful tear 

Shall be wiped from ev'ry eye. 

That we might join in the heavenly songs. 

Casting our crowns at His feet. 
With the saved of all nations, kindred, and tongues, 

In glory ever to meet. 

December, 1856. 
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DIALOGUE BETWEEN AN UNBELIEVER 
AND A CHRISTDU^T. 

U. — In affliction to whom can 70a look ? 
In sorrow's hour where maj you go, — 
Should kindred and friends all forsake — 
And leave none to console you in woe ? 

C. — In affliction, I look to our Lord, 
In sorrow, to Him I may go ; 
Should kindred no comfort afford — 
I have Jesu*s kind solace in woe. 

U. — Should foes be within and without, 
Encompassing every side ? 
Should your heart be all sorrow and doubt. 
Who is there in whom to confide ? 

C. — ^When encompassed by foes all around, 
I have still one Fnend on my side; 
His equal is not to be found — 
'Tis Jesus, in Him I confide. 

U. — ^Had you no roof to shelter your head. 
Obliged thro' the wide world to roam — 
To what friend could you hope to be led ? 
And where would you look for a home ? 
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C. — Should God e'en deny me a home, 
And thns put mj faith to the test; 
Still ru trust Him while here IVe to roam, 
Looking forward to heaven as my rest. 

U. — When health leaves you, and sickness is here, 

And death looks you full in the face; 

When the past is all dark, and the present all 
fear, 

And the future what is't in you case ? 

C. — When God gives me sickness in place of my 
health. 

And death to my view is brought near — 
I will hope in the Friend who's my portion and 
wealth. 

And Jesus will cast out all fear. 
If I look at the past^ I have cause to prdse God 
For the sins He has freely forgiven. 
When I look at the present^ I trust in His 
word. 

For the future — ^He's promised me heaven. 
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PRAYER. 

May God upon our souls His blessing pour, 
And near us be in ev'rj trying hour ; 
May He our constant B'riend— our portion be, 
Thro* life — in death — ^to all eternity. 

While in this "vale of tears ** we have to roam. 
Far from our happy ever-looked-for home, 
Oft thro' dark roads and thorny paths we stray, 
Still Jesus lights, and cheers us on our way. 

Tho* clouds of trouble oft obscure our sky — 
And friends prove false — one well-tried Friend is 
nigh; 

may He lead us thro' life*s rugged way, 
To realms of bliss and everlasting day. 

While we remain as sojourners below — 

Satan, our constant and determined foe. 

Doth often strive with sin's sharp poisonous darts 

To spoil our peace, and deeply wound our hearts. 

But oh ! when Satan thinks he well has wrought 
His fiendish mischief, bring it Lord to nought ! 
Save Thou Thy children, break the hidden snare. 
Warn them of hell's devices to beware. 
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Saviour, now fill us with Thy holy love, 
From sinful pleasures raise our hopes above, 
From all deception may we turn our eyes, 
While in sincerity our prayers arise. 

Lord, may our trust be placed in Thee alone — 
To bring us safely to the pilgrim's home, 
Where bitter sorrow shall no more annoy, 
But all is happiness, and peace, and joy. 
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"SEEK AND YE SHALL FIND." 

Where shall my moarnfal spirit seek 
For comfort in my day of grief ? 
Where shall I look a friend to find — 
Of kind and sympathising mind ? 

Not in the world, alas ! they know 
Nought of the Christian's joy or woe ; 
They cannot speak of heavenly things, 
Nor point me where true pleasnre springs. 

There is a Friend, whom if I seek— 
Will shortly give me true relief. 
Will soothe my heart, will calm my fears, 
And wipe away my flowing tears. 

My Father, God, to Thee I fly ! 
Jesus, I on Thy arm rely I 
Spirit divine I be Thou my Friend, 
My " Comforter " till life shall end. 
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«ASK, AND IT SHALL BE GIVEN YOU." 

Shall God's dear children e'er complain ? 
Or fear the scorner's frowns to face ? 
Shrink at sore trials, grief, or pain, 
And fear Hhej shall not win the race ? 
Should all forsake — shall they bewail, 
Or think that thej are left alone ? 
Will not their prayers with God avail, 
And rise like incense to the throne ? 
Will a kind Father leave His own, 
To suffer without care or love ? 
Are they forsaken or unknown 
By him whom prayer can ever move ? 
Oh no ! their God is ever nigh ; 
Thro' Jesus hears and answers prayer ; 
He sees each tear. He hears each sigh, 
And watches o'er them everywhere. 
This is the God to whom we go — 
In ev'ry hour of joif or care; 
He aids us ; — ^if the world asks, "how ? " 
We say—" Our Father answers prayer." 
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"LORD, WHO IS SUFFICIENT FOR THESE 
THINGS ?" 

(suggested bt hearing the above quoted bt 

THE rev. D. R., in regard TO HIS MINISTERIAL WORK.) 

"Go," saith the Lord, "address yon multitude, 
" Who to my courts with solemn awe draw nigh ; 
" Go forth in faith, thy heart with love imbued, 
" Deliver then thy message from on high." 

Lord, when I see that anxious, waiting crowd — 
Intent the words of life from me to hear. 
With deep-felt awe my soul 'fore Thee is bowed, 
I cry, " dispel thy trembling servant's fear I " 

How can a feeble mortal such as I — 
The words of life to fellow men expound ? 
"Lord, who's sufficient for these things?" I cry, 
" In whom can needful grace and help be found ? " 

I hear the answer, " let My will be done, 
" I've given thee work, then hasten to obey ; 
"In Me is found all needful strength my son, 
" I'll give thee grace sufficient for thy day." 
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LINES WRITTEN IN THE BIBLES 
PRESENTED BY THE BRITISH AND 
FOREIGN BIBLE SOCIETY, 
TO THE L. AND N. W. R. CO., STAFFORD, 
FOR THE USE OF PASSENGERS. 

Reader, whoe'er thou art, whatever thy creed, 
Be thy possessions great, or great thy need, 
Still doth this book contain a word for thee, 
Read it, and may thy mind illumined be. 

If the sweet gospel-truth hath made thee glad, 

And in the Christian armour thou art clad. 

Canst say, thro' Christ I know my sin's forgiven ; " 

Then, friend in Jesus — ^by thy hope of heaven— 

raise a prayer that this free word may be 

A joy to many thro' eternity ; 

While here it is, inviting all to read — 

Some on its precious promises may feed. 

And find the truth in all its saving power, 

RevealM to them in a happy hour. 

Plead for these blessings in the Saviour's name, — 

And know His word shall not be spread in vain. 

Nov. 15th, 1856. 
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THE PASTOR'S CHARGE. 
(inscribed to an esteemed pastor on his 
birthday.) 

List to Jesos, He commands — 
Under Shepherd, "Feed my Lambs." 

Feed them with the tender blade — 
In the Spring's fresh green arrayed ; 
Giye them flowers of heavenly hoe. 
Sparkling with the morning dew ; 
Purest milk drawn from the Word, 
Feed them, Shepherd, for thy Lord. 

And when in the fold they lie — 
Look on them with loving eye ; 
Win them by a happy face — 
To pnrsne the paths of grace, 
Sin's forbidden paths to flee, 
Follow Christ to heaven with thee. 

Cheer the fearful, warn the gay, 
Help the weak ones on their way ; 
Guide them with a careful hand 
To the bright and better land ; 
And may'st thou at last behold. 
All enclosM in that fold, 

'Tis the Saviour, hear Him speak 
Under Shepherd, " Feed my Sheep." 
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Feed them with the holy word — 
From the table of thy Lord ; 
There abundant food is spread. 
Living water — ^living bread ; 
Bid them take a rich supply, 
Nor of hunger let them die. 

Feed them in thy Master's sight, 
Feed them with the food that's right, 
Let it from all husks be free, 
Pure, as Jesus gives it thee ; 
Fresh and bountiful from heaven. 
All unmixed with worldly leaven. 

While thou hast the sheep to feed, 
May'st thou give them what they need 
Guided be by God's own hand. 
Feed them at thy Lord's command ; 
By the light of heavenly beams. 
Lead them to Salvation's streams. 

In the cold and wintry hour — 
May thy Shepherd's cloak be powery 
Power from heaven the storm to face. 
And the wand'ring sheep to trace — 
Bring them back to Mercy's fold. 
In GocCs strength thou shalt be bold. 

Under Shepherd, feed the sheep. 
Strive the flock unhurt to keep, 
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Tell them of the foes within, 
Warn them of the paths of sin — 
Where the flowers of poison grow — 
And Guilt's deadly waters flow. 

Point them to the promised land. 

Tell them, an unbroken band. 

Thou wonld'st wish to meet them there — 

Jesu's purchased home to share ; 

And with joy each sheep behold 

Safe, within the One Great Fold. 

Often now the wayward sheep 
Give thee cause to mourn and weep ; 
And the heedless lambs impart 
Many a sorrow to thy heart ; 
But work on, thou shalt rejoice 
When is heard the Master's voice ! 

List to Jesus, He commands 
Under Shepherd, "Feed my lambs." 
'Tis the Saviour, hear Him speak — 
Under Shepherd, "Feed my Sheep." 
Feed them well, that when I come 
Thou may'st hear me say — " well done I 

Thou hast done thy work with zest, 
" Enter now into my rest." 

March 2nd, 1857. 
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THE SUNSHINE. 

How softlj and brightly the Sunlight falls now— * 
On 7on trees which bedeck the Castle-hiirs brow ! 
Now a cloud intervenes, and a dark shadow falls 
On the old castle's turret, and slides down the walls. 
Again does the sun show his beautiful face. 
And emerge from the cloud with such courteous 

grace- 
That at once you can see he is born to command, 
And yet win the love of all things in the land. 
now he is shining in glory so bright 
On yon field of green com, till it glistens with light ; 
A shade here and there shows a saucy young cloud 
Has a wish — if it could — ^the sun's light to enshroud; 
But alas for its daring ! for quick on our pane 
The cloud is now falling in small drops of rain. 
It is past, and the bright noble sun smiles once more 
On his weak fallen foe, and invites it to soar 
Up again — ^by his aid — to the regions of space— 
From which it was sent in such playful disgrace. 

If again it should venture the sun to displease. 
It may find itself carried far over the seas ; 
By a high wind urged on, till it reaches the land 
Where the camel and rider lie faint on the sand; 
And if there it should fall, what rich blessings 
'twould give, 
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Bidding master and camel to rise and to live ! 
Ah ! then it might speak to the snn in good- will, 
Saying — " I too, you see, have a work to fulfil, 
"A work of revival, of blessing, and love, 
" Ordained me to do by our Master above." 
Now smile, noble snn, and again if yon please 
Collect some of my drops, that another quick breeze 
May bear me away some good work to fulfil. 
To give moisture to earth, or add drops to the rill. 

Again shines the sun upon turret and tower. 
Again does he smile upon woodland and bower; 
Out-pouring his glory in such a rich flood, 
That it covers with splendour hill, valley, and wood. 
those dear castle trees, with what beauty they glow. 
When the sunlight falls on them, and soft breezes 
blow! 

For then, when arrayed in their summer attire. 
Their beautiful foliage all must admire. 
Here, the soft shadows fall, aiid add to their grace — 
There, some branches are clasped in the sun's warm 
embrace; 

And now, gentle zephyrs are moving the trees, 
While the sun shines all o'er them when wooed by 
the breeze. 

Bright sun, how I love thee ! thou'rt dear to my heart ! 
Of its fondly prized treasures thou formest a part. 

I 
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I love thee for all the rich beauties that glow 
In the beams of thiae eye; and the blessings ivhich 
flow 

As thoa ponrest thy glances of love npon earth, 
Making nature rejoice in bright holiday mirth. 
I love thee for all the sweet mercies and good, 
Which thou pourest on earth in a bounteous flood; 
Bringing light, health, and iruitfulness into each 
land, 

Thus bestowing God's treasures on every hand. 
Yes, I love thee, bright sun, but the best of that love. 
Is given thee because of thy Master above; 
In each sunbeam I see a reflex of His glory, 
In each blessing thou bringest I hear a fond story 
Of "good- will to men," and "a Sun" that has risen. 
To save us from hell, and to guide us to heaven. 
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THE BIBLE. 

precious Bible ! Gift of priceless worth ! 
What should I do without thy holj pages. 
Whose precious truths refresh my soul on earth, 
And ever lead me to " the Rock of Ages ?" 

That Bock, which stands secure, tho' mountains 

shiver- 
That Bock, whence flows salvation's mighty river; 
That Bock, within whose clefts when storms are 

waging, 

1 hide in safety from the tanpest's raging; 

That Bock, on which my brightest joys are founded— 
That Bock, on which my highest hopes are grounded. 

precious Bible I from a grateful heart, 

1 thank my God for thy rich mines of treasure; 
How oft the tears of joy wHl sudden start, 
And my full soul o'erflow with untold pleasure. 
At sight of some sweet promise, fraught with 

healing. 

Some brilliant gem, from which the light is 
streaming, 

A string of pearls, all other pearls excelling, 
A signet ring, all doubt and fear expelling; 
And these rich treasures are to me a token 
Of promises, which never can be broken. 
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precious Bible ! what a holy power 

Upon the soul, have thy full words of blessing; 
What comfort do they breathe in sorrow's hour — 
And when the heart its weakness is confessing; 
Well am I blest, when thy bright pages reading — 

1 feel my spirit on thy truth is feeding; 

Those truths which tell of joy that lasts for ever. 
And love eternal^ which no power can sever; 
That love whose depths are far beyond all measure- 
That love which gave to man the Bible treasure. 
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UNSANCTIFIED GENIUS. 

One of earth's song-gifted daughters- 
Sat beside a stream of waters ; 
In her hand she held a Ijre, 
And anon she touched each wire, 
Calling it a winsome treasure^ 
Ever breathing some new pleasure. 

Notes of melody are flowing 
From her lips, her cheek is glowing 
With the ardour of a mind 
All too free to be confined ; 
And her eye is brightly beaming 
With a poet's fervent feeling. 

Now, she strikes a gleesome measure 
To fill up an hour of leisure ; 
Sings of dance, and song, and glee, 
Bidding sorrow far to flee ; 
With life's joys her heart is swelling. 
And her mirthfulness is telling. 

Next, her hand is gently stealing 
O'er the chords with tender feeling ; 
Sings she now of love's fond charms. 
With its pleasures — ^and alarms ; 
And you guess it is persuading 
Her to deem its joys unfading. 
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See, her hand is madlj dashing 
O'er the chords — till all are clashing I 
For her heart is wounded deep, 
She is left alone — to weep. 
Weep, for it may save from madness; 
Weep, for it may ease thy sadness. 

Maiden, can the poet's treasnre 
Please thee with its varied measure ? 
Can thy songs prevail to chase- 
Trace of anguish from thy face ? 
Do these soothe thy heart's deep sorrow, 
Tell thee of a joyful morrow? 

No, thy heart is now bewailing, 

That thy song is unavailing; 

Still thou lov'st it — and would sing 

Tho' to thee no joy it bring : 

But, it oft may cheer thy sadness. 

If thonit make the Lord thy gladness. 

Seek Him, nor still lonesome languish, 
He will heal thy heart's deep anguish; 
Then, thy songs with life shall glow, 
Comforting the child of woe; 
Wipe the eyes all dimmed with weeping, 
Joy in thine own bosom reaping. 
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LESSONS OF SPRING. 

(suggested bt a sermon preached bt rev. w. d., 
from the song of solomon c. u., v. 11 to 13.) 

Lo I the dreary winter leaves us, 
With its rain, its ice^ and snow, 
And the spring with smiles doth greet as. 
While her quick'ning breezes blow. 
See, the flowers in beantj beaming, 
Hail her look'd-for welcome birth I 
Bads and flowers, like stars are gleaming 
Brightly o'er oar green-clad earth. 

Hark ! the air resounds with singing ! 
Natare's song birds chant their lays. 
And upon the ear are flinging 
Masic, to their Maker's praise. 
While soft tones of one entreating. 
Fall so sweetly on the ear; 
'Tis the tartle dove's fond greeting. 
In the spring-time of the year. 

Now the fig-tree's fruit appeareth. 
Raising hopes of time to come. 
Promising as fruitage neareth, 
It will yield rich harvest home — < 
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And the zephyr breeze is smelling 
Sweet, with odours of the vine, 
Whose yoong tender grapes are tellmg 
'Tis the spring-day of our clime. 

Sprmg is a snggestiye season, 
Strewing promise o'er the land; 
While she points onr sight and reason 
To hope's bads which fill her hand. 
Some, alas ! will die full early. 
Fall, all drooping to the ground; 
For young plants of promise — ^rarely. 
All at last are fruitful found. 

Spring is, too, a revelation 
Of the Almighty and Unseen; 
Pointing out to every nation 
Foot-marks where a God has been. 
Winter is God's ice-barr'd coffer, 
Promised treasure there He lays; 
Spring, th' accuser of the scoffer 
Who may doubt God's hidden ways. 

Spring displays the opening pages 
Of God's year-book, which doth glow 
With His goodness, that for ages 
Earth has known in ceaseless flow. 
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'Tis the time God*s works are springing, 
Fresh from their Creator's touch; 
Eyery breeze His gifts is flinging 
O'er the world He loves so mnch. 

Spring, in tmths well tested gloweth, 
Proving God is faithful still; 
OrdeTy too, it plainlj sheweth, 
Is the handmaid of His will. 
Faithful to His promise ever, 
Strictly He'll fulfil His word. 
And the souls who trust Him, never 
Shall deplore a suit unheard. 

In spring's robes when earth appeareth. 
Lovely Eden seems to rise; 
And as summer's brightness neareth. 
Heaven seems peeping thro' the skies ! 
Is not spring the opening portal 
To a brighter, fuller time ? 
Sure it points the soul immortal 
To prepare for heaven's pure clime. 

If the spring, man idly wasteth. 
Trees unpruned, and ground undressed, 
When the day of vintage hasteth. 
He with fruit shall not be blest. 
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Let OS then take heedful warning, 
Sow onr seed and till our ground, 
That when dawns the haryest morning 
We may all be fruitful found. 

Spring displays the blessing certain, 
God doth work in winter's hour; 
He removes earth's frost- white curtain — 
Lo ! we see the blade and flower ! 
So, in wintry nights of sorrow, 
He doth work His people's good — 
For the sunshine of the morrow 
Shows their graces in full bud. 

Spring to man is an incentive 
To call forth his grateful praise; 
Let not ought be a preyentive 
Of our heartfelt thankful lays. 
Sound God's praise, the winter goeth ! 
Spring's young breath now fans the cheek; 
Praise the love which freely floweth 
Toward the lost He came to seek ! 

Nature's winter now has left us, 
And the blessed spring is here ! 
Has the soul's dark winter left us, 
With its storms of sin and fear ? 
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Has the spring of heavenly blessing 
Dawned upon oar inner life? 
Are our hearts with joy confessing. 
Freedom from a soul at strife ? 

Breathe ye not ye cold and careless, 
On the bads of early spring; 
K ye will be doll and prayerless, 
Do not here year inflaence bring ; 
Bather now be np and doing ! 
" Work while it is called to-day 1" 
Daty yoor dall hearts is wooing, 
Cheerfolly the call obey. 



May, 1857. 
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WOMAN NEEDS THE BIBLE. 

(to a friend, who in addbessino the young 
advised them stitonglt to studt the biblk, 
ESPECIALLY URGING youny mm TO DO SO.) 

Dear sir, we need the Bible, 

As mnch as man can do; 
We need its holy teaching 

Our spirits to imbue : 
We need its precious promises 

Engraven on the heart, 
To stimulate us all to choose 

The good and better part. 



Yes, woman needs the Bible ! 

She needs its precious light. 
To guide her in the path of faith 

Which leads to blissful sight : 
She needs each holy precept 

Upon the sacred page, 
From the fii*st dawn of reason, 

All thro' maturer age. 
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Ye&f woman needs the Bible I 

As much as man can. do^ 
Altho' her heavenly mission 

May lie among the few ; 
Altho' like man she may not 

Instruct the mighty throng^ 
Its holy truths she needeth 

For portion and for song. 
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"THE FOLDED LAMB." 

IN HEMORT OF £. J. F., WHO FELL ASLEEP 

OCTOBER 1st, 1857. 

could we hear our Shepherd's voice, 
Like those who bow before the throne, 

How often would our hearts rejoice. 

When now we frequent sigh and moan — 

Because we cannot fully trace 

The working of His love and grace. 

Methought I heard the Saviour speak 
To one who waited His command; 

" Mj tender lambs on earth go seek, 
"And bear some to Uhe better land;' 

" For there are those who cannot rest • 

" Until I fold them to mj breast. 

" One lovely lamb is suffering there, 
''Which must be safely housed to-night; 

" Earth's summer sun, and fevered air, 
" Have touched it with a withering blight; 

" I cannot let it suffer more, 

" Go, bear it to this happy shore !" 
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On eager wing the angel flew, 

Fulfilled his missions — all bat one; 

Then towards a cradle-bed he drew, 
After the shades of night came on; 

He heard the baby's painful moan, 

And whispered—" I will take thee home /" 

He waited till our pastor drew 
Nigh to the tiny sniFerer's bed; 

Then round the babe his wing he threw. 
And with her spirit home he fled : 

The lamb woe folded safe that nighty 

And wakened in eternal light I 
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THE UNSTRUNG HARP. 

A harp upon the willows hung. 

All silent and alone; 
The cheering notes it once had rung. 
When joyous voices with it sung, 
Were silent now; and all unstrung— 

The harp had lost its tone. 

Its owner hung it there, and wept, 

Wept o'er his joys' sad blight; 
And mourned that ought should intercept 
The hopes which once upon him pept, 
When o'er that harp he blithely swept — 
With touches glad and light. 

He used to think, in days gone by. 

Ere clouds began to lour, 
That he could see no reason why 
He long should ever mournful sigh. 
When he could bid his gloom to fly 

With harp of such sweet power. 

He then would look around the earth. 

To him in beauty clad; 
Daily it gave fresh pleasures birth. 
Displayed fair things of costly worth. 
And echoed sounds of winsome mirth- 
He could not but feel glad. 
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Fond treasures, too, were then his own, 
Round which his heart did cling; 

These were his household gods, which shone, 

With brilliant beauty in his home — 

Besides his harp of fullest tone, 

To which he loved to sing. 



Beloved ones used then to share, 

His pleasures and his songs; 
His home was bright, and often there 
Assembled friends of value rare. 
Whose looks to him seemed ever fair — 
While truth sat on each tongue. 



In those glad hours, with joyful face, 

His harp with song would ring, 
His spirit's glee you well might trace. 
As with a free and master grace, 
His fingers o'er the strings would chase 
Rich melody to bring. 



One day, while o'er his harp he swept. 
He paused, and ceased to sing; 
A chilly feeling o'er him crept, 
Shuddering with inward fear — ^he wept, 
JTbil 1iarp, so long unbroken kept — 
Had lost its sweetest string ! 
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Time passed away, and o'er his head, 

Fell many a grief and care; 
His hoosehold treasures — ^they were dead, 
The /nencfo who round his table fed — 
They were not, /or Aw wealth had fled I 
His grief they would not share. 

Again he played, but on his ear 

Fell discord's jarring sound; 

His saddened heart this could not cheer. 

It drew afresh the bitter tear, 

Bringing the griefs more closely near. 
Which he had lately found. 

He strove to tune it, but bewailed 
His want of power at will; 
He sought for aid, but nought availed, 
Men tried to tune it— but they failed. 
While some upon its owner railed, 
For having lost his skill. 

Depressed and heart-sick, bowed with care. 
He sought the willow's shade. 

And hung his silent harp up there. 

Believing he again should ne'er 

Hear its melodious music rare. 

That joy had bloomed to fade. 
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The winds blew o'er it^ but no thrill 
Of melody was siirr'd; 

And angel tonched it, but 'twas stiU^ 

It needed more than angeUskiU 

To call ite music forth at will^ 

And bid its notes be heard. 

At length a Stranger passed the tree^ 

The harper begged his aid; 
With smile of sweet eompasaon. He 
Drew from his breast a master key. 
And tuned anew the harp of glee, 

The harp whwh He had made I 

Its gratefnl owner struck once more, 

Its chords with trembling hand; 
But now, he felt a richer store 
Of joy was his, its notes could soar 
Far higher than in days of yore, 
E'en to the better landl 

His trials had not passed away, 

But faith was his firm friend; 

She cheered him on his upward way. 

And told him of a brighter day; 

He struck his harp, and sang a lay 

Of bliss which ne'er should end. 
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To its full notes he ever sung. 

In praise of Jesn's name; 
Who, when his harp was all unstrung, 
And on the weeping willow hung — 
Tuned it afresh, until it rung 

The praises of His fame I 
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BIRTHDAY VERSES TO MY BELOVED 
MOTHER. 

Mj own darling Mother, our God shall I ask. 
To allow yon this year in bright sunshine to bask ? 
To remove all dark shadows that loom on your way, 
And disperse the dull clouds which now darken your 
day? 

Shall I ask that sweet flowers may spring up in 
your path? 

That cups of rich nectar you daily may quaff ? 
That each morn yon may wake with a heart full of 
joy? 

And each night find new pleasures unmixed with 
alloy? 

Shall I ask for you health, with its freedom from 
pain? 

A portion abundant of temporal gain ? 

A profusion of friends, who shall flock to your aid. 

If affliction or trial upon you be laid ? 

Shall I ask for these things from our Father and 
Friend, 

In the name of His Son, when before Him I bend ? 
Shall I plead that such portion on earth may be 
yours ? 

(To His children, all good things Jehovah insures.) 
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Well I know your reply, dearest Mother, I hear 
Your negative answer, I see the bright tear, 
Which shines like a gem in your own loving eye, 
As you say — "No, my child, not for these must 
thou cry." 

Ah no ! I must not; but 111 ask greater things, 
I will pray for the sunshine that God kindly flings 
O'er the path of His children — which chases 
away 

The shadows of night, and the clouds of the day. 

I will ask for the flow'rets of hope and of love, 
To spring in your pathway like gems from above; 
And grace to assist you in sorrow to find 
Cups of sweet consolation to comfort your mind. 

I will ask that each morn with a heart full of peace, 
You may feel that your comforts in Jesus increase; 
That each night you may say — " in His service is 

joy, 

" And none of His pleasures my spirit can cloy." 

Bright health is a boon I most gladly would 
know. 

That God once again would upon you bestow; 
This still I will ask, for 'twill not be denied. 
If He sees it is well you no more be thus tried. 
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I will ask, that of friends you may still have a share. 
To joj in yonr gladness, console in jonr care; 
Bnt should these all fail, 70a have one ^'Friend 
indeed/' 

Who each loss will make up, and supply all your 
need. 

He no good thing withholdeth from those who have 
sought, 

Redemption in Him who their freedom has bought ; 
They shall ask, and He'll give them all things that 
are right. 

For He cUl doth command by the power of His 
might. 

God bless you, my Mother I the one triune God 
Help you safely thro' life with His staff and His rod; 
Thro' Jordan's cold waves may you lean on His 
breast. 

Then open your eyes in the home of the blest ! 



December, 1857. 
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ACROSTIC. 

Saperior honours on mj friend were laid, 
Adorning her when e'en an infant maid; 
Royal * the title upon her bestowed. 
As down her face sjmbolic waters flowed; 
Heralding that she should be trained for God. 



TO AN INFANT GIRL ON THE DAY OF 
HER BIRTH. 

Welcome little stranger 

To thy Mother's breast! 
Safely thei-e from danger 

Peacefal may'st thou rest; 
On her bosom nourished, 

Drawing life from her — 
Fondly thonit be cherished, 

Guarded too, with care. 

Welcome little mortal 

To our lower sphere ! 
Enter thou life's portal 

Free from eveiy fear: 

* Sarak,^A Princesi. 
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Thou haat friends to lead thee 

Up its paths nntried, 
And if ought betide thee 

God is at thy side. 

Welcome little maiden ! 

Enter on thy race. 
With rich blessings laden 

From the God of grace. 
Lengthened days will bring thee 

Woman's checqnered lot; 
Bat God will protect thee, 

And He changeth not. 

Welcome little stranger ! 

Now a sister — ^friend. 
One with ns in nature. 

Mind, with ours to blend: 
Pilgrim to the station 

Which we hope to gain; 
Thine, and our foundation, 

Jesu's precious name ! 



April 18th, 1858. 
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TO THE MOTHERS OF BRITAIN. 

Mothers of Britain, ye who train, 

Oar hopeful, rising race, 
And their first sweet affections gain, 

And win their loved embrace; 
Who strive to shew them God's commands. 

And draw them to obey : 
Y« who first clasp their little hands. 

And teach them how to pray; 
Goide them to seek their Country's weal — 

And when they bend in prayer, 
Let ity and our beloved Queen^ 

In their petitions share. 
And so, fbr Britain's favoured land 

A host of prayers shall rise. 
From your sweet lisping infant band, 

Ai;Ld God shall hear their cries. 
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''If thou art to have a wife of thj youth, she is now 

living on the earth; 
"Therefore think of her and pray for her weal; yea, tho 

thou hast not seen her." 

Tuppsb's Pbotebbial Philosopht. 

Thro' bright fancy's famed glass of such magical 
power, 

I gazed with much pleasure one still morning honr; 
For it not only brought secret things to the light, 
Bnt it qnickened my hearing as well as my sight : 
What I then heard and saw I will tell in my story, 
It may gladden the young, nor offend e'en the hoary. 

I saw one who had passed, the first flush of his youth. 
In his eye could be seen the pure spirit of truth, 
On his broad open brow was high intellect's trace, 
While affection and feeling each feature did grace ; 
Hi's voice, too, had a power of such deep thrilling 
meaning, 

That the brightest of smiles he was constantly 
gleaning. 

Fair young maidens whose beauty most dazzlingly 
shone. 

And whose untainted honour was questioned by none, 
Whose affections were warm, and whose virtues were 
great, 
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Were the friends of this man; jet he sighed for a 
mate ! 

He prized each for her charms, yet he gave her no 
token 

That the vows of the lover by him would be spoken. 

But one day, as a favourite author * he read. 
Into quite a new channel his thoughts were then led; 
He started with pleasure, it drew him to prayer. 
And a maiden unknown his petitions did share ! 
Oft before had he asked God would grant him 
direction. 

That he wisely might choose — ere he fixed his 
affection. 

Now he adds to this plea, and most warmly he prays, 
That He who discemeth life's most intricate ways. 
Will preserve from all ill his unknown future wifey 
And grant that her days with rich blessings be rife; 
Then he prays that she seek to be ever abiding, 
'Neath the shadow of God, and in Him be confiding. 

To his duties he goes, with an increase of zeal, 
For now deep in his heart is another's true weal; 
And he heartily labours with hand or with mind 
For hia wife — ^that "good thing " which he hopeth 
to find; 

* M*» Tupper^" Proverbial Philosophy." 
I 
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And he prays that their spirits e'en now may be 
blending, 

And that up the same pathway their thonghts may 
be bending. 



Fancy's glass was then tnmed, and revealed to my 
view, 

A yonng maiden, who seemed some kind work to 
pursue. 

For she watched by the bed of an invalid friend, 
While with tenderness o'er her she often did bend : 
Then I heard her low voice, full of sympathy's 
feeling. 

In the accents of prayer, to the Lord of all healing. 

Soon again, with a satchel of dainties well filled, 
In a cottage I saw her, and found she was skilled 
In kind giving's true art — hnomng how to bestow^ 
So as not to increase the redpienfs woe. 
Then her words were so gentle, her manner so tender, 
As she led them' to God all their praises to render. 

Still I followed her footsteps thro' many a scene, 
And heard words of true pleasure where'er she had 
been; 
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Her sabbath school scholars were each eager to 
please, 

. One who never by coldness their feelings did 
freeze; 

While her home was made bright, hj her pore 

flowing gladness, 
Which oft there could dispel the dark cloudings of 

sadness. 

1 discerned, too, this maid had a studious mind, 
And in thought and research much high pleasure 
could find; 

Oft she pored o'er the grave theologian's page. 
Or dived with some deep metaphysical sage: 
But 1 found that alone she these studies pursued — 
By her young female friends all such things were 
tabooed. 

She was welcome to join these young friends at 
their sport. 

For they well knew that cheerfubess then was her 
forte; 

She made one in their councils, was gladly received 
As a partner in every kind planning and deed : 
But not one in her studies would join, — the^ were 
shocking 

For woman, — so they laughingly called her — 
"Blue Stocking!" 
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'Tis no matter of wonder that sometimes she 
yearned 

For a friend — who in studies like these had 
discerned 

The deep stores of rich treasure, which hidden from 
sight, 

Require thought and research, ere they're brought 
to the light: 

Then she felt, too, at times, that most womanly 
feeling, 

How she'd cling to such friend, and console and 
esteem him ! 

Yet 'twas plain with these wishes she ofben had 
striven. 

For she OAlced not of God such a friend should be 
given; 

But still prayed that she ever might joy in 
God's will. 

And that He would bid all her vain yearnings 
be still— 

If ere called on such point to be fully decided. 
That she plainly might know His good word had 
her guided. 

She asked also, sometimes, if God knew that a wife 
She should one day become, that her partner for 
life 
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Might have grace for his day, and whatever his need 
Should be led by his Lord in pare pastures to feed. 
She too pleaded, that tho' both unknown and 
divided. 

Now their spirits might mingle — ^their thoughts, 
too, be guided. 



Once again, did I gaze thro' this wondrous glass, 
Passing strange were the things that I saw come 
to pass; 

The two beings I'd watched with such interest keen^ 
Altho' then by each other unknown and unseen. 
Were united as friends — by the Wise and Unerring, 
To whom all their felt wants they had long been 
referring. 

Yes, they met, they conversed, and mind blended 
with mind, 

While thought flash'd upon thought, each its fellow 
could find. 

As reciprocal sentiment drew friendship's tie — 
Then deep sympathy's feeling was seen in each eye : 
Each heart trembled with joy at the uvidefined 
feeling, 

Which they felt every day o'er their spirits was 
stealing. 
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Time passed on, and esteem was still heightened; 
while love 

Grew firmer and stronger — 'twas blest from above; 
And the maiden was told, in the tenderest tone, 
That it still was ''not good that man should be 
alone." 

From her cheek the red rose every lilj was chasing, 
As she promised, ere long, his lone home to be 
gracing. 

The daj came — ^thej were one both in heart and in 
name, 

No separate interest was theirs; but their aim 
Was to help one another, love, cheer, and defend. 
And each prove to the other a life bosom friend: 
One God in three persons their spirits adoring. 
One home everlasting, their faith's eye exploring. 

A word for the querist — I once heard them converse 
Of how marriage might prove either blessing or 
curse; 

Then he owned, ere he knew her, he prayed for 
her peace« 

Her solace in sorrow, her joys' large increase; 
That he, too, was thus prayed for, he saw by the 
token 

Of her eyes truthful flash, tho' the word was 
unspoken. 
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HYMN. 

Lord, may thy Holy Spirit's power, 
Come like a fertilizing shower. 
Upon us in our social hour 
Of mutual prayer. 

come, thou all inspiring Dove ! 
And fill our hearts with earnest love, 
To sue for blessings from above — 
Which shall be given. 

Lord, give us power to plead with thee, 
That sinners may their danger see, 
And now at once to Jesus flee. 
And feel His touch : 

Feel that for them His life He gave, 
And that He now their souls would save. 
And over them His banner wave 
Of endless love. 
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VERSES COMPOSED AFTER ATTENDING 
A PUBLIC MEETING TO PROMOTE THE 
ADVANCEMENT OF RELIGIOUS TRUTH. 

It was a bapp7 time of holy joy, 
A time to feel our hearts expand with love; 
To see in its trne light each sinful toy, 
And feel the presence of the heavenly Dove: 
Yes, He was there, breathing a hallowed peace, 
And giving ns of blessings large increase. 

Ah ! felt you not his presence, men of God, 
Inspiring you with high and holy zeal — 
To win souls to escape th' avenging rod, 
And seek at once their everlasting weal ? 
Surely, the Spirit in His gracious power, 
Rested npon you in that hallowed hour. 

May each the spirit of that night prolong, 
So that it all his future life imbue. 
Nor let the love which fell from ev'ry tongue. 
Prove evanescent as the morning dew; 
But may the speakers be united still, 
Working together at their Master's will. 
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And may the words which caused our hearts to glow, 

Bring forth much fruit to our Redeemer's praise; 

May we beside all waters seek to sow 

The heavenly seed, throughout our gift of days; 

So the blest influence of that evening be 

Felt thro' the ages of eternity. 
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LEGENDS OF LILLESHALL ABBEY. 
Ye relics of the past, what tales I read 
In your grey mould'ring moss-grown ancient walls, 
My fancy here may revel, and may feed 
Most richly in your roofless ivied halls; 

Where song-birds warble thro' the day. 
And sighing winds invite onr stay. 

The scene is changed, for fancy's on the wing, 
And back she flies more than eight hundred years; 
And veilM Nuns she from the grave will bring, 
And rousing words she whispers in the ears. 

Of Monks and Abbots long since dead, 

And resting in their earthy bed. 

THE NUN. 
Here comes a Nun, of prepossessing mien, 
With her I gladly would awhile converse; 
Perhaps she may tell me of what here has been. 
And some of her own history rehearse. 
Fair Nun, pray speak to me, and tell 
Of things thou knowest fully well. 

Stranger, my life has been a checquer'd scene — 
I was a Saxon maiden, fair and rich. 
Attached to home and friends, loved too, I ween. 
Yet, it is true, that here I filled a niche : 

I, the pet lamb, at home caressed. 

At twenty-one a Nun professed ! 
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I loved — as woman only loves, the man 
She deems the noblest upon earth — 
I loved, and was beloved, bnt mortal scan 
Sees not how short a time may end life's mirth : 
Mj idol fell in Danish fight, 
My snn had set — with me 'twas night. 

I looked not on the treasures I had left, 
I little cared for friends, once dear as life; 
I loathed the world, and felt myself bereft 
Of all I valned ; with a sonl at strife, 

I sought this convent's welcome shade. 

And as a Novice was arrayed. 

Each penance of the Fathers I fulfilled. 
The Order's rules by none were better kept, 
I did not as I thought, but aa they willed — 
And yet into my heart no wish had crept 
To bow to God's commands — ^my will — 
My soul to Him was rebel still. 

The time arrived, I took a Nun's full vow 
Of life'Seclusion; those around me thought 
In pure humility I then did bow. 
It was not ao~-pride told me I had wrought 

A deed that truly heaven might win, 

And cover over every sin. 
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Experience taught me — that the world was not 
Shut out by bolted convent gates, and walls; 
And that the past can never be forgot 
While memory in the brain her throne installs; 
Still in my heart, too, sin could range. 
Seclusion wrought no inward change. 

Alas ! I found griefs tempest still could rage 
In my rent heart, — wave upon wave was thrown. 
Dashing tumultuously ; — ^nought could assuage 
My spirit's anguish — when in cell alone 
I felt at liberty to weep. 
Nor longer placid semblance keep. 

Sometimes I longed to lay my head once more. 
Upon my mother's breast, — and be within 
The happy circle of my home of yore: 
But, oh ! my vows ! these wishes, too, were sin; 
Madd'ning the thought — my own rash choice 
Had hushed for me a mother's voice. 

At last a time of ling'ring sickness came, 
Deep fear for my soul's safety then arose; 
I called upon each saint and angel's name. 
To plead that God would ease my spirit's woes; 
Tho' my Confessor had me shriven, 
Still, no assuring peace was given. 
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Emotion would not longer be repressed, 
As once it was, when others near me stood; 
Some of the sisterhood were much distressed 
To see mj anguish, and did what thej could — 
But all in vain — they could not bind 
The wounds of my awakened mind. 

An old Confessor to our convent came, 
The Abbess thought he might some comfort speak. 
So left him with me — in the Saviour's name. 
He asked me, what it was my soul would seek ? 
« My child," he said— "thy Lord has skill, 
"Thy spirit's deepest void to fill." 

I soon unfolded to him all my tale. 
My pride — my sorrow — ^aud the darker cloud 
That loomed upon me, when I feared the veil 
Of life would soon be rent, — ^and death enshroud 

Me in its arms — my soul unblest, 

No certainty of endless rest. 

The aged man drew from his breast a scroll 
Of well-worn parchment; then, in accents low. 
He read of rest, — ^rest for the weary soul. 
And living waters which eternal flow. 
Finding their spring in Jesn's grace. 
And free to all who seek His face. 
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He said, these traths were from the sacred page 
Of holy scripture, in the Latin tongue: 
He thence had copied them; for in cur age 
The Book was scarce, tho' it was not deemed wrong, 
For those who songht to cull its flowers. 
To cheer them in life's lonely hours. 

He told me he had studied long and deep, 
And {H-ecious were the truths he there had found; 
Great was the joy he from these truths did reap, 
Still, some had made him tremble, for unsound 
They taught him some traditions were, 
Our church had spread abroad with care. 

But he had thrown himself on Jesu's grace, 
And asked for guidance and the Spirit's aid. 
To lay aside each hindrance in the race, 
And walk by faith in paths which God had made; 

Feeding upon " the Living Bread," 

While by His precepts daily led. 

Conyerse, and prayer, and reading more we had. 
And then, the old man left me with a smile; 
Saying, " thy Lord will make thy spirit glad, 
" Keep then thy garments free from sin's defile:" 
We parted, and we met no more, 
Till welcomed on the heavenly shore. 
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The word of God had'proved as meat and drink 
To mj poor fainting sonl, — I seemed to stand 
Beside a clear and gashing fountain's brink; 
Whose owner, with an eyer-willmg hand, 
Was nigh, the flowing stream to give — 
And bid the thirsting drink, and live ! 

Yes, I did drink that day, a draught so deep, 
That in mj sonl it formed a living well 
Of water pare; making mj heart to leap 
With gratitude — and joy unspeakable ! 
Tho' many a shadow o'er me fell, 
HeaverCa sunlight pierced my convent cell. 

Jesus was mine ! I felt His help was sure, 
Whatever clouds my knowledge here might dim; 
Altho' I creature-fountains found impure. 
Crystalline were the streams which flowed fromHtm; 
I sought no mediator's aid 
But His, on whom my sins were laid. 

My health returned; my soul, my powers were His, 
Who two-fold life had given, and grafted me 
Into the "Living Vine:" 0, sweet it is. 
To feel that we are branches of the Tree " 
That lives for ever I fully rife 
With sap— for all its branches' life ! 
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I foand companions^ too ; not all alone 

Did I my new-found springs of joy partake; 

Some who had sought by works for sin t' atone, 

I led to Jesns, and for His dear sake, 

They saw their sins were washed away, 
And night with them was turned to day. 

Heaven was on earth begun, for we had found 

The sinner's resting-place — the Saviour's feet ! 

Tread lightly^ stranger^ this is hallowed ground ! 

For here it was that daily we did meet, 

For fellowship, and low breathed prayer. 
Each others griefs and joys to share. 

And we were happy, tho' home-yearnings still 
Troubled some hearts — but these we knew were vain. 
And therefore sought that we might rightly fill 
The place we'd taken here, keeping from stain 
Our consciences, till safe within 
The home we sought thro' grace to win. 

But heavy clouds soon gathered in our sky; 
Our Convent's rulers said we sought to know 
Things quite beyond our aim, and loose the tie 
Which bound us to believe whate'er did flow 

From Mother Churchy^ whose word was law. 
Whose supreme teaching knew no flaw. 
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Then were we punished, jet we mnrmnred not, 
Bnt prajed for those who knew not what they did i 
The cells, which then stood on this lovely spot, 
Have vanished now, and with them has been hid 
The secrets of each inmate's life, 
Their inward joy and outer strife. 

No longer in sweet fellowship to meet 
Were we allowed, but each apart was kept; 
Yet still could we approach the " Mercy Seat," 
Feeling when there, that nought could intercept 

The bliss permitted us to share 

In fervent, realising prayer ! 

One night I had enjoyed sweet commune long 
With my Redeemer, and I felt as tho' 
My heart would break — unless in gushing song 
My overwrought feelings were allowed to flow; 

I poured them forth, and felt my soul 

Was nearing its beloved goal ! 

I sank to sleep, and balmy was the rest 
On me bestowed; no trusting little child 
Could feel securer on its mother's breast 
Than I, who knew that Jesus on me smiled— 
Saying, " Let eveiy care be still," 
" I'm near thee, loved one ! fear no ill" 
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I woke refreshed — bat startled — for a light 
Poured thro' ik/d narrow window of mj cell; 
And then a shout arose, as tho' in fight 
Some fiercely did engage ; next a strange jell 
Resounded thro' the midnight air~ 
Besieging foes I knew were there. 

M7 door was opened, and the Abbess came, 
Followed by weeping sisters; while without 
Fiercely arose the smoke 4nd raging flame, 
And ever and anon broke forth the shout. 
As some fresh point they did assail 
With blows, which never seemed to fail. 

I met once more, among these death-alarms, 
The kindred spirits of my convent home; 
With love unchanged I clasped them in my arms, 
And said — " Prepare, death's waves are white with 
foam;" 

I felt the grasp of each dear hand. 
Faith's eye was on "the Better Land." 

Few were the friends around who could defend 
Our walls from the marauders' strength and skill; 
So 'twas not long ere they had gained their end, 
And entrance made; then did they well fulfil, 
The threat'nings of the midnight hour, 
To all who fell within their power. 
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Oar victors were the Welsh, descendants all 
Of Briton's ancient sons; — so Saxon race 
Gould but expect that heayilj would fall 
On them the foeman's blow; for mercy's grace 
Was seldom shewn on either side — 
The conquered hj the conqueror died 

The horrors of those hours 1 will not tell^ 
The scene was awful, — some escaped hj flight; 
Myself and many more death-wounded fell: 
I closed mj eyes upon the sickening sight, 
Then opened them — ^to see a friend 
With tender feeling o'er me bend. 

It was the Abbess — she was wounded too. 
But feeling's tear fell from her woman's eye; 
She asked — *^ My child, does God thy soul endue, 
With faith triumphant now that death is nigh?" 

"Yes," I replied, "my hope is sure, 

" My soul in Jesus is secure !" 

She took my clammy hand, and kissed my cheek, 
Then said, "Young sister, I've been harsh to thee; 
" Most earnestly forgiveness I would seek, 
*^ Blindly I err'd, canst thou smile on me?" 
I clasped her neck, forgiveness spoke: 
The effort life's last tendril broke ! 



132 



I fell asleep, but woke to sleep no more I 
I died — to live for ever — where the pain 
Of dying ne'er is felt ! my soul did soar 
Straight to the regions it had l6nged to gain; 
On angels' wings I reached the place, 
And saw my Saviour "face to face !" 

Yet, half the bliss of our bright Father-land, 

I cannot speak of to a mortal ear; 

Friends well beloved I found among the band 

Of happy spirits; but one truly dear, 

The warmest welcome gave — 'twas he, 
Who told me of salvation free. 

As but a single day the time appears 

That I in heaven have spent; tho' mortal men 

Have counted it as many hundred years — 

In my bright home we know not of time's knell: 

Adieu I I hear my Saviour's voice. 

And all my being doth rejoice ! 



The soft winds breathe again, the ivy shakes. 

The Nun has faded from my spirit's sight; 

But poesy imagination wakes. 

Clothing the past in colours fresh and bright; 
She shows the Abbey built once more, 
And filled with Canons as of yore. 
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THE SECULAR CANONS. 

'Tis morning, and the eai^lj matin chimes 

Sound from the noble Abbey's grey stone tower; 

These " Canons Secular " arise betimes, 

And meet together at an early hour; 

While thro' that orient window teems, 
The rising sun's fii'st flowing beams. 

Matins are over, and the early meal, 
Of fare substantial on the board is spread; 
A bountiful provision, well to heal 
The stomach's cravings to be warmed and fed. 
Quickly the joints have disappeared. 
Each tankard drained, the table cleared ! 

Soon now the brotherhood, on work intent. 
Disperse, their separate duties to fulfil; . 
To neighbouring churphes some their steps have bent, 
Others remain, by the Superior's will; 

Some in the chapel-duties share. 

While others for the larder care. 

It is a feast day ! what a goodly sight 
Of fish, fresh from the stream, here are displayed; 
Beef too, and venison are brought to light. 
And fowls abundant on the tressels laid ; 
Our friends will have a lordly treat. 
When round the table next they meet ! 
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Now from the kitchen steaming odours rise, 

Enough to draw the far-off hungry near; 

Among the viands dressed in varied guise. 

Venison pasties prominent appear: 

The fox and wolf will snuff the air, 
And long for each a brother's share. 

A burlj Canon cries, " Hie to the tower ! 

Quick brother Ambrose run ! and see if now 
'^Our absent brethren come; 'tis near the hour 
" When we our craving appetites endow 

With needful food, in bounteous store, 
"And then recount our labours o'er." 

With ready steps, young Ambrose doth obey 
His elder's call, and with his searching eyes 
He scans the country round — "Who comes this way, 
"Along the Chester road?" he quickly cries; 
" How fast they ride ! they'll soon be here, 
" Our smoking feast has drawn them near !" 

Down from the tower he hastes, and spreads the 
news 

That a large band of Cavaliers are nigh ; 

This knowledge seems the teller to amuse. 

For roguish fun is lurking in his eye. 
But to his hearers, word like this 
Speaks to their hearts of aught but-bliss. 
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" I fear " — ^he says — " we shall have meagre fare, 
" By we have feasted all this royal troop; 

Our pensioners will lose then: daily share, 
" For we most hoil the bones to make oar soup:" 
*^ Hist, Ambrose I hold thy saney tongue, 
" Or thou shalt wait thy portion long." 

Up ride the soldier-band of stalwart men, 
Let free their horses in the meadow land 
Which skirts the Abbey round; and quickly then, 
They give the brothers near to understand — 
That they are all in hungry mood. 
And would partake their feast-day food. 

All is made ready ; the unwelcome guests 
With keenest appetites, eat up the fare 
Prepared not for themselves; see how it tests 
The burly Canon's patience, as each share 
Of choicest morsels disappear: 
Poor fellow, he has cause for fear ! 

From varied duties, now, by devious ways. 
The absent brethren reach the Abbey door; 
Gain the refectory, — ^with fretful gaze 
Some sternly eye the mailed intruders o'er; 
A few, with smiling welcome greet. 
The spoilers of their looked-for treat. 
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Ambrose was right; little indeed is left 
Of all the goodly things which here were spread; 
The brethren of their fea»t are all bereft, 
Bat some rejoice the hungry have been fed; 
These, cheerfolly take up the cross, 
While others pine and mourn the loss. 

The soldiers rise; yet, ere they leave the place, 

The Abbot ask his blessing to bestow; 

He smiles upon them with benignant grace. 

And then his benedictions calmly flow. 

Soon now they mount — ^their horses bound 
Quickly across the Abbey *s ground. 

The Abbot speaks, the brothers silent stand; 

My sons, *tis true that we are made to pay 
^" A heavy tax for Abbey, and for land, 
" By travellers along the Chester way; 
" Longer 'twill not be well to wait, 
" We^U seek redress from Church or State. 

" The poor must come while we have aught to give, 
" They of our bounty we can ne'er refuse; 
" Yet surely others have no right to live 
" Upon our revenues, whene'er they choose; 

I fear, that we have earned a name 

Beyond our income to retain. 
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Bat now to table; see, the board is spread ! 
" Mourn not too much this day's expected feast, 
" With thankful hearts take we our daily bread, 
^'Fasting has sharpened appetite at least; 
" Ambrose, our poor are not bereft 
" Their share of this day's feast is left. 

What varied feelings work within the breasts 
Of those partaking of that frugal meal ! 
And there are those on whom my eye now rests, 
Whose faces are an index how they feel ; 
By some the truth is felt and shown, 
" Man does not live by bread alone." 

A feast of earth's good things is not the height 

Of their aspirings on a day of joy; 

And meagre fare makes not their smile less bright, 

Nor can the sunshine of their souls destroy: 
With higher hopes their spirits glow. 
And deeper joys they seek to know. 

Amid the dross and rubbish which have here 
Gathered for ages, and oft hide the light, 
Filling the soul with dark and slavish fear — 
Still truth doth live I and oh, it shineth bright 
Upon the searching, anxious mind. 
Which restesh not till truth it find. 



138 



Oft is its light obscured hj misty clouds, 
Of yain traditions and commands of men ; 
Which, like a pall the predoos gem enshrouds, 
Concealing it from the free gaze of men; 
Yet, still faith's hand the pall can lift, 
And truth shines forth — God's holy gift. 

Some of the brothers here could well explain 
How thej have groped their way thro' gloom and 
shade. 

To learn that not hj self inflicted pain. 
Had thej one tittle of their ransom paid; 

Thej found such righteousness a load, 

A self-accusing constant goad. 

But help thej found, for Jesus was their Mend, 
They sought to know Him — tho* they sought in fear. 
Their lives they wished within His courts to spend, 
'Twas hope to serve Him better, brought them here: 
They asked for help, and found it nigh, 
When to the Lord they raised their cry. 

For they were poor in spirit, sick at heart. 
And felt their need of one to raise them up. 
Glad with their ains and righteousness to part. 
And cheerful take their life's appointed cup—* 
From Him who now their souls did save. 
And peace and pardon freely gave. 
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Yes, there are some I'm sore, among that throng, 
Who feed on *^ Livrng Bread," and know the source 
Whence richest feasts proceed, these are made strong. 
To ran with settled peace their earthly course; 
Fed with the manna from above, 
And the pore wine of Jesn's love. 

But lo ! while IVe been studying this page 

Of inner life — ^the Canons hence have gone; 

Some other duties now their time engage. 

And I am left a solitary one. 

Hark ! sounds melodious I hear, 
And tread of measured steps is near. 

'Tis eventide, and the sweet vesper bells 
Pour their soul-melting sounds upon the air; 

Bosco de Lilleshall," their music tells — 
" The Abbey brotherhood now meet for prayer; 
" Come join with them, and bending low, 
" Now let your vespers calmly flow." 



I am awake ! imagination flown ! 
The past has vanished— present time is here; 
Things as they are now to my sight are shewn, 
The ruined Abbey plainly doth appear: 

Ages have gone, and changes wrought. 

Since Canons in its precincts taught. ' 

i 
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For centuries they made it a retreat^ 
And little damage had it ere sustained — 
•Until a garrison it was thought meet 
To make of it; from thence its beauty waned; 

Its treasures yanished — inmates gone, 

The sun upon a Ruin shone ! 



" There was at LilleBhall, in the Saxon timeB, an old religious 
home, which firit belonged to Secular Canons or Prebendaries, and 
then to Nuns ; which was reduced to a state of desolation by tho 
Welsh in some of their incursions, and so remained until the year 
1145." 

" PhOlip de Beumeys gave all that tract of land between 
Watling Street and Merdiche to build a religious house upon." 
" Richard de Beumeys, dean of the Church of St. Alkmond, 
translated his Secular Canons from Salop to the new foundation in 
JSosco de Lilleshall." 

"This house, lying near the Chester road, the Abbots were 
sometimes known to complain that their income was too scanty for 
the entertainment of the passengers who troubled that road.** 

" The buildings seem to have suffered little at the dissolution, 
but the place being made a Garrison of Charles 1st, the Abbey was 
reduced to ruins." 

The preceding historical information upon which the " Legends ~ 
of Lilleshall Abbey" are founded, was collected by a lady in the 
neighbourhood of Lilleshall, chiefly from an old book called 
"Magna Britannia," and Phillips's History of Monasteries, &c., 
and kindly forwarded by her to the Authoress, to assist her in 
the then contemplated poem. Lilleshall Abbey is situated in 
Shropshire, and is upon the estate of the Marquis of Stafford. 
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IN MEMORY OF THE 
BELOVED WIFE OF THE REV. D. R., 

WHO DIED MAY IST, 1858. 

Our earthly jewels lessen one by one, 

Leaving the homes bereft where once they shone; 

Another of our hearts' bright gems has gone, 

And left us weeping ! 
No more that truthful eye — ^that gentle face, 
Will beam upon us with ajSection's grace; 
Nor can we clasp her in our warm embrace, 

For she is sleeping. 

No longer can we sweet communion hold, 
Hear her kind words, nor in her ear unfold 
Our joys and sorrows — to the world untold; 

No more she heedeth. 
Earth's sweetest voices now she doth not hear. 
Our keenest sorrows cause her not a tear. 
She has no clouds of grief, her light most clear 

From God proceedeth. 

Her body sleeps, freed from its heavy pain, 

Her eye is closed, but "death" to her "is gain;" 

Her soul in Jesu's blood washed free from stain^ 

In glory liveth ! 
And shall we wish her back ? sister, friend ! 
Wouldst thou return, past life again to spend, 
And leave thy home where gladness knows no 

Which Jesus giveth ? 
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Wonldst thoa retom ? Ah, no 1 I see thee cling 
Close to thy Savioar, 'neath His outspread wing; 
While with deep joj thy ransomed soul doth sing, 

"I'll leave Bimnevw!" 
Well, dear beloved, we may come to thee, 
Thy hnsband, children, friends, thou soon shalt see, 
One family in heaven we all shall be, 

To live for ever I 

A pleasant thing to us thy love has been, 
A treasured memory now — to shine between 
Time past and future — ^till in heaven's blest scene 

We meet each treasure. 
Beunion-morning ! we can see the light 
Of that bright dawning I 'mid our shades of night; 
And by-and-by 'twill break upon our sight 

In glorious measure ! 

Farewell for time — ^led by the same dear hand. 
Which brought thee safely to our Father's land, 
We travel on to join the happy band, 

In His bright mansion. 
0, when we meet thee in that blissful place. 
And gaze with thee on our Redeemer's face. 
With fullest joy His dealings we will trace-^ 

In broad expansion ! 
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THE FOUNTAINS OF SONG. 

Let me drink from the fountains where others have 
qnaffed, 

Where the Muses' admirers have wept and have 
laughed; 

Where the poets of old and of modern renown, 
Have planted the seeds which have won them a crown ; 
I would drink at these fountains^ and feel myself 
strong, 

In the spirit and power of the masters of song ! 

I the time hallowed pages of ancients would read, 
And in their rich storehouse mj spirit would feed; 
I would learnfrom King David to touch the sweet Ijre, 
And rise with Isaiah on pinions of fire; 
My spirit would revel in all that is bright, 
Learning also to sing in the darkness of night. 

I will drink I I will drink from the fountains of song. 
While my spirit in ether is wafted along; 
I will learn strains of music from earth's noble trees. 
As they bow 'neath the blast, or are wooed by the 
breeze; 

On my temples and brow the cool winds shall nowplay, 
I will drink ! I will drink from tliese fountains to-day ! 
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let me go forth to the woods and the fields, 
It is there that mj Ijre sweetest music oft fields ; 
Let me see trees around me^ the sky o'er my head. 
For by these beloved objects my fancy is fed: 
As I roam thro' the fields, or recline in the dell. 
Then I fi-eely will drink at deep poesy's well. 

Ah ! who would forbid me, to seek for awhile, 
'Mid nature's bright children the Muses' sweet smile? 
To the haunts of the fairy and wood-nymph I go. 
And there in sweet numbers my verses shall flow; 
Yes there, where there s nothing my thoughts to confine, 
A deep draught from the fountains of song shall be mine. 

how dear to my heart is the fountain of song ! 
It is not a new friend, I have tasted it long; 

Oft its draughts have inspired me with feelings of love. 
And raised my stray thoughts to my Father above; 
To drink of this fountain He gave me desire, 
And placed in my hands the poetical lyre. 

Then shall I not drink, when a Father's kind hand. 
Opens fountains of song to me all thro' the land? 
Shall Ifear to drink deep, when He gives me the grace, 
To see there reflected the smiles of His face ? 
Ah no I with His guidance I shall not do wrong — 

1 will drink ! I will drink from the fountains of song. 

FIKIS. 



Staflbrd : Printed by R. «nd W. Wright. 
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